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In dedtcaUng the font effmrU ofm^f kumble Mute 
fb m dmnieretted an individual at tkt Bight HmmAk 
Secretary o( State fir Foreign Affatrt^ it it necettary te 
tag tomtthing bf way of palliating what must otherwise 
appear a/la grant and unwarrantable liberty in presuming 
to make his honored name a passport for my puerile mtm- 
hers to the worlds My conduct may appear the more vitU" 
perable, as J do it without permissian — but when I eapkan 
my motives, I trust the Right Honorable Gentleman will 
OKCuse the liberty , and the world acquit me of any un* 
worthy motives. 

Not to go into an overstrained arordium on the 
sutfect, I shall adhere to the plain matter <^ fad — 
this work being entirely a Liverpool production, fa town 
wery backward in its literary attainments, far had it 
mt been that our lamented Dr. Curryi and the revered 
Roteoe rescued its name from oblivion, I believe the 
Literati would only have known Liverpool as we know 
Tombuetooor KamiscAatka, by reading of tfietninP«crk^% 
r/mefir, er Ceftfafn CtoJiU ybyaget) 1 think it a point fJl 
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dufyy at a tmaU tribute ofretpedy to luy them at tfie 
feet of the ablest repreeentaiive, the eteadieet advocate, 
and the truest friend that Liverpool ever had, or perheytt 
ever will have. Jnd m doing to, I feel coi^ewt I am 
iut ihe.fkdnt behoof that ffemrml omOmemtffgratitmle 
and esteem, felt, not on^ bjf ngf fellow townsmen, but 
by the community at large, far his impartial, disinterested, 
and conciliating fuaHHes as a minister, and his upright 
and spirited conduct as a num, 

in asking his forgiveness far the Ui^rty I Aiwe 
token, I o/ady feel otie senHmmi ^ regret, and thai is 
occasioned by the unworthiness ^^ this m^ first produc- 
iion; but slumld it meet encouragement beyond what 
I at present anticipate, it is not in^^robable but I may 
make another effort. However this may be, I trugt I 
shall be pardoned for having laid the first frmts of my 
pen at the feet of one, who will ever ("whilst memory 
holds her seat,*' J possess t^ esteem, gratitude and 
respect of 

His devoted. 

Bumble servant, 

JOHN SBAW. 
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PREFACE. 



When a young Author ventares the first 
Ottspting of his Mose into the World, though 
nursed in afRuence, graced with every aocompfTsh- 
ment which can "be derived from academical sources^ 
and well stored with classic knowfedge, still there 
li a degree of diffidence icind trepidation, which it is 
impoflsible to divest himself of. He feels that 
anxiety and solicitude for the welfare of his newly 
fledged hopes, he watches over its serial flight vvith 
a parentis eye. 

With what anxiety, then, must / watch the. 
first oflspring of my Muse — emerging into an accom- 
pUshed world, without possessing one of those 
advantages which I hav« feebly endeavoured ta 
describe. Born in obscurity, nursed in the lap of 
industry, my juveoile store of learning being gained 
in the school of nature, the early employments of 
my life, were to assist in the cultivation of a farm^ 
whose soil was as stubborn and unprofitable as I 
fear my poor Muse will be ; yet^ it is a source of 
pleasure to me, when I reflect on the mral scenery 
of my native home, and wU^ nvWI tiMb^ v^. 
M/fht my memory dwelta on iViaefc '^•ffil^'^ 



evenings, when [ have wandered through my 
aalive woods, and carolled mj wild melodies,' 
whilst echo, ever fistithful to my song, repeated 
back the strain. 

At fifteen, I was transplanted to more po- 
liced society ; it was chen I was convinced what a 
weed I was ; but my employer soon becanie unfor- 
tunate, and I was doomed to be removed again* 
Rather than retorn to ploqgh the land, 1 tried to 
pidugh the ocean ! — tlus arduous employment, 1 
found, afforded less opportunities of cultivating the 
mind, than my early pursuits in life; I therefore 
sought out something fresh. Chance, or Fortune^ 
/ threw me into the School of Thespis, and my wild 



notes tGat recommendedme to the^lSweet Lady of 
the Woods, now gained me the warm plaudits of a 
generous Public. Here it was, that 1 found " I had 
reached the right reading at last.'^ And lest I 
should never meet the Public again, as an Author, 
1 will here pay tTiat tribute of respect so justly due 
to that mucli neglected profession ! 1 found them a 
generous, open-hearted crew — willing to share their 
last six-pence, with a brother in distress! and to 
them I owe the little talent I possess, for I there 
found that information, and instruction, my soul so 
much thirsted after ! How I have employed it, I 
ffi///eAFe rj^e iTorld to judge. I Viave t^mUedtbat 
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profesBion for a im^re profitable one, but the mem- 
bers of it will e^er pdmem my esteem, my regard, 
for they are take them as a body, a people ** more 
finned against than sinning/* As I have a work in 
oontemplation, whose hero is theatrical, (if this 
meet a tolerable reception) I shall forbear saying 
in<»re at present I have despatched this aa an 
aeronaut sends his pilot, to see which way the wind 
blows : if it attain a proper height, and is not en- 
coimtered with overwhelming storms of criticism, 
the great machine will ascend ere long, and its 
aerostflion commence under more confident and 
auspieious hopes of a successful voyage. 

Thou Argus-eyed, fastidious Critic, be not 
too severe — when thou passest thy judgment on the 
article, take into consideration and account, the raw 
material from which it was manufactured ! be ge- 
neroQs, yet be just ! or in other words, temper thy 
jnstiee with mercy. But pass me not by unnoticed, 
or I ^all construe that into cold neglect, which 
will kill my future hopes, and thou wilt never hear 
from me again. 

There is a crime aniongst Authors, which I 
feel confident I shall not be charged with, I allude to 
Plagiarism : I am not conscious of having borrowed 
any man^s style, and I am quite confidant I bA.N^ 



borrowed no'inan^s id^as. rT)i«re m not aoe.in>tea 
of Ibe British Poets, thut ,1 ^^|f^,%e e?er seen, md pot 
one .in twcoty tliat \l Jieve ever r^M ; ,^oifv<$ver, 
tliere.i&po sayiiif what I jiMiy.h^ ^ocnpsed of for a|I 
(bb,-^ime will Mbow. 

I have read Ihe . ah e er i ga tioni <$f'a great 
A«ther, *«fho4nserls, **1hat if yonrfeef yotir <^ii 
^unrkinf y«yeii eatmot fail -ereatiiif synfaihy a«^yoiir 
readeia;*^ ff'thisbea jotterileneii, Laaraih^ 
saAgwe«fBiy«Poe«i called' ^^ WooLTair/GkiKBir:Y* 
I am aot ;«shaaM9d of aekmmledgiog it-eeit mis 
OMre tears than any Aether 1 ever read, exempt 
Bloomfield, and • that diviuePeet:4tss, with ski V*«f 
imoAj touchy the ini^ier-chorda.ofi tl^e h^inii^ heart ! 
whoever reads i<hat. Child .of Na4^r;C,,M'ith%it k^i^ 
affected, may Mve other aPL^^bie /^lali^ii^ te re« 
commeed- hiioiin sopie^y^hut,! •^vy'norM^ of ijlk 
acqvaiotauce. 

Throstle ^ Nest t JFtdfon^ 
Dec. A, 18S4. 
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In Halewood's valley, Henry's parents dwelt> 
Richard and Sallt, known and lov'd by all ; 
At Sorrow's tale their hearts were wont to melt ! 
Their means were never spar'd at Plty*s call; 
Henrt, thdir only child — their darling joy, 
Their early hope, their pride. Their evening pray'r, 
In sweet simplicity, was offi^r'd for their boy. 
That Grod would make him his peculiar care. 

Would guard his morals, strengthen him with grace, 
Bless him with health, and life, and happy days ! 
if pray'rs thus ofier'd, in Heav'n may find a place, 
llieir influence must protect his earthly ways. 
Full twice three years have past, since school be quilted — 
He now in manly form conspicuous shines ; 
Sn drcJes wercaniile he's now admltiedy 
And goodly promise bears for fotare lames. 
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and his manly form, 

of healthful glow; 
open as the mom; 
l» Iwk:, 'twas tenor to a foe ; — 
«al Lowe contended for his heart, 
3i» 'ftatt'U V loih. vet neither could decide 
%!lNk V^sVMT was, for they were ne'er apart ; 
.^ il»«n 'twas OxM, both in his heart shall bide f 



t>^ cnivMc^ |«rt, O Mersey! was the scene, 

t> Mt tel stands so high pre-eminent, 

^ VN^^vM'lous sons, who's peerless beauties beam, 

rta» snaiyrf* love-stored hearts make brittle tenement; 

%^ *J^i has seen thy bumper- toasted witches I 

V-M Im ike batteiy of their charms withstood ? 

It^«it sw^wl expressiTe eyes, which love enriches, 

%TiHHIi^ ll» anchorite, and warming stoics' blood. 



tMMe that Henry stor'd his youthfol mind, 
hM« sweet Rosa twin'd their hearts in one ; 
VWi^ love^ Rosa, fairest of woman Itind ! 
1^ lM«rt she stole, was moom'd not when 'twas gone ! 
||^M w«s her cheek with health, her eye was blue, 
^lltVWNnl sure 'twos cast in Venus' mould! 
WwU^ locks were like the golden dew, 

nurm the li^act, \je?\. Ta©' w so wi^» 
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Salfy'i Ideas of' Rosa. 

Two summers now had smilM upon their lores, 

The thund had cloth'd the field and verdaat bow'r, 

S%hadheardy and hearing not approves, 

^^Ives to steal on their unguarded hour ! 

^" this, she cogitates and forms -each plan; 

Tho' quiet Ridiard's in her plan not seen, 

(For he thro' life, was stiU the easy man) 

At length she's fixM— « thcy'U be at Woolton Green V* 

He^ plan now form'd, she Richard thus address'd: — 
'I'm 'fraid that lad of our's is going t' get married, 
And since Pve heard on't, I have had no rest ; 
'0' I*m resolv'd his plan shall not be carried; 
The meadow's mowM, the hay is got In stack — 
^ Washing's o'er— the baking it can stand — 
Yoo'st take a stick and lay it o'er his back, 
''^t I belabour her with my own hand* 

''^loe minxing, frippering jade, that's bred i*th' town, 
"•« ooax'd the lad, I warrant, with her ways— 
"To church she'll get him with her flashy gown, 
Then make him wretched all the rest o'th* days ; 
^^^ put an end to't — come, to-morrow's morn 
l*tt lay my life tliey'll be at Woolton Green ; 
My «hoes are easy—to-night you'st cut my coiu, 
^liow Bbe'U beuUng sland, shall theie \ic *ee\\.** 
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14 WOOLTON GR££N. 

Salfy'M Preparaiiont. 

The rest o'th' day in making each arrangement, 
Sally was bosied, whilst Richard smoak'd his pipe ; 
Domestic work to keep from such derangement, 
As might befidl — all things are now pat right ; 
Each side the fire they're seated left and right, ' 
And Sally hard at Richard's mildness grumbles, 
And says, "My Harry ! he'll be ruin'd quite" — 
He, sleeping, nods assent — ^tbe pipe it tumbles. 

■*^ Was ever woman plagued like me, I wonder ? 
A sleepy husband, and a forward son : 
Whom, now, I fear we never shall keep under, 
I don't know what i'th' world will e'er be done." 
Here, Richard wakens, rubs his eyes and blinks. 
And in his easy manner thus he spoke : — 
'' Patience," Sally, " perhaps 'tisn't so bad ast' thinks. 
He may but love this girl, mayhap' in joke." 

Now Sally's temper flew — she could not stand it, 
So Richard crept him quietly to bed ; 
He knew, by talking, he could never mend it. 
So thought it best to rest his aged head. 
She gnimbled much, and chunner'd to herself, . 
And practise on the morrow what she'd say. 
Then lay by Richard, on his bed of health, 
And slept, at whiles, beyond the brealis^ t>l A«:j . 
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Deacription af the Morning. 

The mom was sweet, when Richard op'd his eyes— 
The Uids at casement were most sweetly singing — 
Brigjit PhcdHis bad with splendour gilt the sides — 
The lovely glove was now with mnsic ringing, 

He rises happy — ^the accustomM pray'r is said, 

He essays to dren, and follow homely toil, 

When, unexpected, Sally rais'd her head. 

And said her pray'r, and Heniy bless'd the while. 

Thus, rose in health, this aged couple true, 
like oar first parents, whilst with Eden blest ; 
Ere toil was irksome, pleasures, ever new, 
Spontaneous sprung, from mom till evening rest ; 
But Sally's temper ap'd not gentle Eve's, 
She still urg'd Richard on, to chastise Harry, 
And at the giri he's chose, she frets and grieves, 
And vows this forward jade he shall not marry ! 

The lorenoon pass'd in bustle, thought and fixing. 
In lading Richard's clothes out, what to wear, 
For colors worn with her judicious mi^dng, 

a 

Could Ridiard make as smart as any there ; 
His coat was drab, and ancient was the cut — 
Long in the flap»— and scarlet was his vest — 
His ailver hackles covered half the foot — 
Hi§lmt, for antique hrm, surpassed ^et«i^\— 
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Jiichurd's Dress* 



Large it wi|s in briin^ t«nd low in crown — 
His small-dotbes: had been blackest velveteen ; 
Not now unlike his hat, iox that was bcown. 
Or rather browii and j>lack, or wiiat's between ; 
His neat vAiite collar, o'er his 'kerchief lay'd — 
His hahr comb'd strai^t — ^his stockings neatly speckPd, 
And Sally's dress in chest had long been lay'd — 
The milliner her bonnet newly {etUed* 

Two hours the sun bad pass'd the time of noon — 
This ancient couple make a start at la^t ; 
Richard's afraid they'll not be there too soon, 
And Sally scolds, and says he walks too fast ; 
And still she tutors Richard how to treat him, 
And states how she will drub the flouncing juUe, 
*' And if he's proud, or saucy, you must beat bins ! 
I wish we'd taught the lad some humbler ti'ade !" 

As on they joumey'd, little wortliy notice 
Occur'd to either — Sally rather grumbled — 
Her corn it pains — ^her shoe, it rather short is — 
The stones are hard, and now and then she stumbled. 
At length they reach the gay and lively scene. 
The rustk; revelry is at the height ; 
Who has not liv'd to witness WooVton Gteen, 
Has misM'd 4 jtr^^ would cheex \he stoic's sV^V. 
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The Donee. 

—I — f*. — ■ 

Jkicadian scenes are once more here lestcNr'd — 
The lovely maids with captiyaliDg chamu^ 
By swains as artless^ are with truth ador'dy 
As through the mazy dance they fold their arms ; 
And now the lovely nymphs, their garlands bear, 
Deck'd with each fragrant sweet that Flora yields ; 
Yet, not so lovely, soft, or sweet, or fair 
As that loT'd bosom whidi the garland shields. 

f n other bowers are men of riper years. 
Who, with their dames, have come once more to taste 
The joys of youth, and laugh away their cares, 
To pride in healthy sons, and daughters chaste ; 
And whilst the enllv'ning bowl goes freefy round. 
Each tells his jocund tale of }X)uthful prance. 
Till age warmM up — to music beats the ground — 
Forgets rheumatic pain, and joins the dance. 

On this gay scene, Sally tind Richard enters. 
With walking much fatigued, and rather heated. 
As they approach, each old acquaintance ventures, 
And now with smiles and cheers they're warmly greeted; 
For many years had pass'd since this gay spot 
Had hail'd the presence of this well-lovM pair. 
Or they so hrbad ventured from their cot, 
Tbatmof, irAeiv all who went, found vre\com« VheitftX 

c 
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Meeting of Friends* 



With old acqualntai^ met— they now are seated 
U Wander liarb<^n~]RJ!c!w4'« Wip^ is MM, 
lie talks and 8mo^> .witl^.puiiGfa isif^y. treated^ 
Whilst al^ m^ffd^ Vift laughter's flearly kitt'd, 
Td hear lyi^jdivU remarl^Sy an(l tell Ms story, 
What oifad l^m and Sally's com'n upon ; 
The punch has warm'd, and Ricbard's iii his glory, 
And now he jeers with Ralpl^, or jojkesi with Tom. 

Sally has told her tale among^ her friends, 
Who's i^pathy with hers i^ freely join'd ; 
And, tbo' she Henry's duty stiU commends. 
Declares this love afiiur disturbs her mind ; 
And round her still her ey^s are cast in vain. 
And from eacji well-known friend in^miy made, 
" If they of Henry's form a sjght should gain. 
To let her know— their trouble should be paid." 

But none has Henry seen, and now she fears 
Their toil and labour must their pains requite, 
Though, she's not Woolton seen for many years^ 
She now regrets she came— and wish'd for night ; 
But now the opening crowd announce the coming 
Of some gay stranger, who's in carriage borne. 
But not with pride his old acc^uaintance shunning, 
Ue freely nods, and smiles, and syeaks *\ti Vvaw, 



Sally's apprisM— 'Os tlenrj^s sigfhf IhatdieeiitT* 
She bears the friendly gref^^Staijgs lie leeefvfes t 
Her heart rebounds With joy t die Itiiows no fetirsl ^ 
And now, that here they caine;' no more fStut grleir^. 
<« And what sweet lady ist that ^ts bedde hfm T^ ■'' 
Was buzz'd aroond the ^nwd;' bu^ none CoakT leV, -' ' 
And stfU they wishM and inayM '< May good betide hini/ 
His parents kind, he idways loT'd so ifirell^" 

Henry, now, with joy His parents gir^t^d. 
Surprise it was most sweet, to 'find theito theirs ;' 
With loTe and fond embrace his mother treated,' 
His father of socfar fbjidness did beware ; 
For he'd been cantionM by Ills feithiiil Sally, 
Not to shew fondness, or express delfgfat, 
But that his word and look shot^ nicely tally. 
And teach their son obeAence was fais right. 

At humble distance lovely Rosa stood. 
Till Henry gently took her l^y the hand, 
And introduced her to his mother good- 
Here, eye met eye, and all iii silence stand f 
But Rosa's, pensive droop'd, and met the earth — 
Sweet modest emblem of her heart ! (as pure 
As tba* chastS 8D(fW/ere clouds have g^vexv WVaxVYO^ 
the wound it bus receiv'd, *Us love m«s\, euxe. 
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DetanpfuM of Jteta, 



Unveil'd she stood, not like an earthly tbiog. 
Bat more a goddess for the sylvan tribe — 
A diamond mine — a dow'ry for a king, 
Or still more fitting for Apollo's bride ; 
Her- dress was green, and wrought in Indian loom — 
A clasp of gold and chain her bosom pressed. 
And in her hat there wavM the ostrich plnme — 
Grace and lovely elegance oompos'd the rest. 

Sweet lovely woman ! never know thy pow'r ; 

Soft bashful modesty becomes thee best ; 

'Tis thy sweet look must cheer man's lonely hour — 

Thy haughty frown would add to all the rest 

Of bitter grief, and ills that man must bear. 

As journeying through this vale, this vale of tears — 

If blest with thee, thoult banish ev'ry care,. 

Convert our hours to days, and days \o yearsr 

The day is not enough — ^the night's too short — 
My IjTe's too weak, too feeble for thy praise — 
Thou mainspring of my heart ! do thou retort ! 
And smiling, lovely woman ! crown my lays — 
I love the jewels ! — man's better part on earth ! 
I'll cherish ! guard ! protect them if I can ! 
What monsters had we been, \i«A\h«Y iko Wrth! — 
A Joyless, wandering outcast, \wAVifceiv\nMi\ 
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Roia*9 Recepikn, 

Kind, gentle reader! pardon tliiB digresiioD, 
The theme I touch'd upon inspir'd my pen, 
And fill'd my heart beyond my weak expression ; 
The subject dropp'd — my tale's resumed again. 
Sally had gaz'd, with admiration gazM 
On Rosa's charms, her form, her modest mien. 
With loTe paternal, now her arms are raisM, 
And Rosa's dasp'd, and fondly press'd between. 

'' My lovely girl," she said, but tears now flowM, 
** How have I wrong'd thee, ere I knew thy worth ! 
For nature never charms like thine bestow'd. 
But virtues, corresponding, grac'd the birth ; 
And dost thou love my Harry, tell me true ? 
Come hither, Richaid, you never mind one bit — 
Now, Richard, Sally's counsel kept in view, 
He came, and stamp'd his foot, and shook his stick. 

For, tho' he notic'd how the table's tum'd. 
He kept conceal'd, and thought he'd shew his duty. 
And all remonstrance for awhile he spum'd. 
And said, ^' He valued ndther sex nor beauty ; 
Oor Sally brought me here to beat you both, 

And do you think I'U faU in " '' Do be quiet, 

Rldbonfr /DO see ihtii I am nothing \oa\h 
To iVKVzicf/emeiit— would you breed n tiot'i 
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Staffs Addreu to Richard. 

^' Can you behold tliis lorely, chuontng creature, 
And raise }tNir hand or itick to do hex harm ; 
I'm sure, now Ricbard, 'tis not in yoor nature. 
To hurt her miud, or give the least alann.'' 
Now Richard shrewdly guess'd how such things ends, 
But sheWd this sturdy strife to save his credH, 
And now they all sit down the best of friends. 
Richard enjoys his pipe, and quafi the spirit. 

Sully witli Rosa is so much delighted. 
She will not part with her, tiiough Henry sues, 
That for his journey he may be requited, 
With her to lead the dance — which to refuse, 
Sally feels half iucliu'd— she's so much pleas'd 
With Rosa's personal charms, and conversation. 
And by this interview her mind's so eas'd. 
That Rosa's all in all, of apptobation. 

Unwillingly she yields her up to Hany, 
With graceful ease she leads the rural dance. 
With sweet complacency her form did cany. 
At whiles, she threw a smile of love askance. 
To faithful SaUy, who had left the bow'r, 
And stood with laughing eyes, and heart of glee, 
To see the Nymphs and Swains be^le the hour. 
And every smile of love, her eye co\AA sett\ 
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Ruvtic AnnuemeHt, 

Sweety bappy hoars, enjoy them while you can, 
Give loose to mirth, and let the big heart glow ! 
Let love meet knre, sole oomlbrter of man ! 
The next is big with fiite for ought you know ; 
Swe^ rustic Tiigins ! gaily beat the ground! 
Yoor eyesy like sparkling sun-beams pierce the heart ! 
These langfaing hours may never more be found — 
Then, ere they steal away, enjoy each part ! 

Yolaptuous indolence, and courtly pride ! 
Here, see enjoymentsi which ye ne'er can taste ! 
Here, love and innocence stand side by side. 
Pore, God-like love, that scorns a sigh to waste ; 
Coquetish jilting iriiq;>eiy is not known, 
The rustic swain forbears to say be loves, 
'Tis not till Phoebe's power his heart has known, 
That, once disclos'd— with life's best blood he proves. 

The Nubian Lion's not so fierce as he. 
If once intruded on by rival steps. 
From danger, fire, or sword, he'll never flee, 
But, spuming fate, upon his foe he leaps. 
And deals out vengeance with a sinewy arm. 
Nor thinks the blood he spills is klly shed — 
So Nature's cYiattg*d, when Love has caw^l Vltiub «\Mm^ 
AndJooksoB death, not knows not feat, not ^te«A» 
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Preparing to Dqtart, 



But here, the Sylvan group is fonn'd of lore. 
Each hiui his mate— here eye and heart agree 1 
With smiles of tenderness each strives to prove 
His failh, his truth, his love, his constancy ; 
And graceful Rosa daims the smiles of all! 
She moves and looks a Ceres of the grove ! 
Or some bright Goddess, whom the clouds let faU, 
To crown this rural scene with joy and love. 

With heartfelt joy did Sally view the scene, 
Until ter eye by chance it caught the west ; 
Bright Sol was sinking in the ocean green, 
And tipp'd the trees with gold, ere sunk to rest ! 
She beckons Rosa from the happy throng, 
And Henry sends to let his father know 
'' There's many stiles, and lanes that's very long, 
And now, my dear sweet Rosa, we must go." 

Richard was found amongst a happy crew. 
Delighted, and delighting all around ! 
But soon as Sally's wish he learnt, and knew. 
He rose, and straight prepar'd to leave the ground ; 
And now, the happy group is much intreated 
By old and young, who press them much to stay : 
ADd beg for one half-hour they will be seated, 
Ere tbey proceed to journey on tkieVi ^«s • 
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/#0OM« 



But Soll^'g fizM, and gets cdd Richard's nrm ; 

And now a sweet good night tliey bid to all ; 

With friendship, loive, and pnndi, liis heart's so wann. 

He cannot leave without a parting bowl ;— 

** I've not seen Woolton Green this many a year. 

It minds me of tlnse youthful days that's past, 

Then let this friendly bowl your bosoms cheer-^ 

God bless you all ! — ^I'm sure it hi the last 

'< That erer I shall take at this sweet place ; 
Kind friends and old acquaintance, fare you well I" 
What mov'd the heart, you in the eye might traee. 
It qpoke more plain than my poor lyre can tell. 
** Now, Sally, take ny arm — Rosa, my dear, 
Take thou the other, and help us on our way — 
Harry, my boy, thou star'd to see us here, 
I'll tell thee all about it some other day.'^ 

They clear the village, strcdl down Brewer's Lane,^ 
The squire's meadow too is left behind, 
The parting's come, which gives old Sally pain. 
And now, without restraint, she speaks her mind : — 
«* Henry, my love, thou art our only joy. 
We never had, nor wish'd a child but thee, 
Sbouldst ibou ran wiM, 'twould all our peace ^A&\XQii> 
Theij^ listen, Henry, to thy sire and me'.— 
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Pleasmg R^flecUmt, 

** We love ibis Rosa, and we wish thee wed. 
That town's a dangerous place for youth to be In^ 
We wish to breath a blessing on thy head^ 
Ere call'd to meet the Author of our being ; 
But if with cruel heart or treacherous vow, 
Thou ever wound thy Rosa's peace of mind^ 
I tell thee, Henry, mark ! I tell thee now, 
I'll scorn and hate thee worse than al^ mankind.**' 

** My Rosa, mother, you've never seen till now. 

But, much I am rejoic'd that you approve. 

For, here, in sight of Heav'n, she hath my vow 

Of fix'd, unchang'd, irrevocable love ! 

Nay, weep not, Rosa ! raise thy oiphan'd head ! 

Those tears that flow, I hope, are tears of joy" — 

They mix'd with Sally's, on her bosom shed. 

While Richard join'd their hands, and bless'd his boy. 

'^ Sweet Rosa, will you condescend to come 
And share our dwelling, in a humble way. 
In peace and comfort, you shall find a home. 
Where hearts are light, and cheerful as the day. 
Our garden, Richard's hobby, will delight you. 
And Henry'U ride to see us every eve. 
He diall with heart of truth so well rec^uite you,. 
That, loving our sweet cot, yo\x*\i Tiw«i\«as*^* 
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Borne* GnUUude, 

She look'il aiseiit, her heart was orer chaig'd 
With giatefiil iieeUogs for this Idodness shown ; 
Itpalpitatedy beat, itthrobbM, enlaig^d. 
But utterance was refos'd, its sense to own. 
Kow twilight fffsj assumes a deeper hue. 
And fidnter, gleams the lig^t in western sky, 
Hesper had lit his lamp, and Venus too. 
With twinkling beauty charms the lover's eye. 

** Henry, my son, good night ! we now must part, 
I^ sorry we have kept thee here so late, 
But, 'twas the fondness of thy mother's heart, 
A heart that has such interest in thy iate ; 
Rosa^ my love, a mother's blessing on thee! 
Sboold Henry prore a traitor to thy love. 
His mother's face he never more must see. 
Whilst breath remains, thy firieuid she'll ever prove." 

With friendBhip, love, and tears, ''good night!" was said — 
The happy lovers now retrace their steps ; 
Richard and Sally, homeward on they stray'd. 
So gay, so happy-— theyMre forgot old pels ; 
But, Rkhard's got the whip-hand, now, of Sally : — 
''I'm thinking how thou beat that wench at th' Greeu, 
(Twas thus, in joke, Ida partner he ^oold n2l\^^ 
Andncmrtbim thioks hvr quite as good as W Q:(»«ti«^^ 



ti mooLras grsbn. 

<<Rkhard! enougli—Toa know I cannot bear U! 
You shouUnH imp up thiqgs Oafi bait foigot. 
Whatever evil thieatiy jou oiic;lit to ihave It, 
You share the oomlbrts of our UtHe ootl" 
« Tifl grantedy Saliy, and I do not Name 
Thy feeling heart, but tis thy temper's haite, 
Thou meet'st thy trouUes liy its anient tlama^ 
I knew the lad had got his lather's taste, 

** And therefore would not choose a town-bred dawdle. 
But beauty, health, and elegance combin'd, 
Who would not through the day go mope and mawdle. 
But one with life and heart, and strength of mind.'' 
" Why, Richard, I must confess you have a taste, 
And none knows how to choose a woman lietter ; 
In choosing me, you were not much disgrac'd, 
Tho' I can scokl sometimes, I'm not a fretter." 

Whilst such remarks as these beguile the way, 
A distant light through verdant break is seen, 
Their watchful Alice mourns departed day. 
With open door she waitsfipon the green. 
And listens through the silence of the night. 
If she can cutch their well-known voices' sound ; 
T/^e^Jovi-worm in the hedge displays his light, 
Tlie corn-crake grinds bis song \ipou \^« v^to\aA\ 
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Home. 

Tbe diftaiiC watefa-dog she can hear firom £ur, 
Wliote bark ahe kiiow^ fiuniiiar to her ear, 
And well the jouth he gaaids ; yon evening star 
Has seen him teU the tale to Alice dear — 
How well he lores her, how much wages sav'd. 
How bless'd and hapi^'ll be their married lot. 
How Farmer 'Flail his husbandry has crav'd, 
With decent wages and a homely cot 

As thus she mminates, a pleasing sound 
Steals on her ear, but not distinct to know — 
She knows them now — and o'er tiie dewy ground 
She flies to meet, what makes her heart to glow, 
Rfehaid and Sally, sadly tifed, I trow, 
But joyful greeting-smiles in er'ry face. 
For twenty years they'd never left till now, 
So long at onee, their aattre dwelling place. 

^ AUce, my fidthAil girl, give me thy arm, 
I see the cheerful Mace that gikis my cot — 

Is supper ready?'' '< Aye, and nice and warm ; 

So tell me mistie« — tell what news you're got ; 
Is Heniy going to throw himself away ?" 
** He is, my wench, but on a lovely creature, 
As bright and \Aooming as the Aow'ts \ivH«.^, 
Aad th' brightest fUyw*t she bears, \a swcd ^50w\ wtt.Vvxft« 
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Atlviee to AUce, 



*^^\Mb comes next week to stop with us — » mind 
Thou deans our parlour nice, and rubs the chain, 
And clean the curtain, too, and wash the blind^ 
And make the bed-room nea^ that's op the stairs; 
For she is quite the lady — ^yet, so firee I 
And is so fond of lieni}', thou'd be surpiis'd.'' 
** O dear ! I am so gladi I'll wotk, yoost see — 
Our house yon shall not know, ao much bedis'd." 

They now are roofd, and each in elbow duifary 
Richard is heart}', and has fill'd his pipe ; 
The table's spread with good and wholesome fare, 
They thank their God, and happy, close the night; — 
Sweet be your slumbers, 'neath the roof of straw ! 
No cankering worldly strife disturbs your breast ; 
They fear no pow'r but God, and Nature's law 
Guards and protects them in their needful rest. 

When Henry parted with his parents kind. 
With lovely Rosa, back his steps retrac'd, 
Still fond and lingering looks were cast behind, 
Till form and voice was lost in dewy waste ; 
His arm encircles now that lovely form, 
He stole a kiss, an honest one, by Heav'n ! 
More welcome, never was the break of morn 
I'o, dreary mariner^ on oc^n Aw*i\. 
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''Sweet Roia ! mm tbe scene invites to lore, 
Tbou know'ft my origiii — remote^ obscure; 
My TOW to thee is register^ above, 
But thine to me was never made so sure.'' 
Henry, my love ! tbou'rt all on earth I prize, 
To&ee, my inmost heart was ne'er conceal'd, 
Tlioa'rt met with smiles, tbou'rt left with painful si^hs- 
Tliese ! these ! my Henry ! have my heart maal'd ; — 

'' Boty hear ! O hear my vow ! ye starry host ; 
Ye gentle qihrits of this peaceful sceue ! 
If Rosa's heart another's love shall boast. 
Annihilate life, and soul, as 'twere a dream ; 
And let my ghastly shade o'er desert float, 
A frightful spectre on the midnight wave^ 
On dreary Bosphorus, in leaky boat,. 
If ever I thy vows of love deceive.'^ 

** Thou think'st thy birth obscure — I love thee more> 
Methinks on that account, than any other ; 
If thou wert rich^ thy loss I might deplore. 
And dost thou think thy Rosa'd love another ? 
No, no^in silent solitude I'd seek 
Some desolated scene, and all I'd crave, 
That Heav'n would grant a bleeding lieait mV^XiVYAffiok). 
And Henry bhss, when I was in my grave V* 
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OmHtmaHm. 



« I would not have ibee changM bpm what Hftam art 
In person, fortune, comeliness, or birth ; 
No dower I daim, but to possess thy hettrt ; 
No other treasure seek I, whilst on earth i 
The Poet sings, that love, true love is blind, 
Yet, such my blindness is — my love in thee ; 
If half thy beauties thou in me could'st find, 
Pd wish, deir Harry, thou might'st never see! 

" The dew of night is on my glowing cheek, 
Else thou would'st 9ee me blush to own it's flame ; 
The stoic's apathy may call it weak, 
And prudes and triflers censure me with blame ; 
But my heart ne'er was cast in freezing mould — 
*Tis warm, 'tis glowing, ardent and sincere, 
That knows its worth, and knowing will unfold 
Its fond affections to the form that's dear ; — 

" Now that thou know'st my trembling heart's dcsii 
O do not sport or trifle wilh thy pow'r; 
Thy slight would injure me, thy scorn would fire 
My brain, and kill thy Rosa in an hour! 
Would't please thee, Henry, when I'm past aside, 
Whose love for thee could stern misfortunes brave,. 
To lead to church somelo\e\y, blooming bride^ 
vly stumble o»er thy Bosai's ^Tavvi.'>^ 
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Hemy*» Vow, 

^hai^ tbe thooglit,'' he cried, but tears now flow'd, 

^^ With affection^ piess'd her in liis arms, 

^'^stin, he lodng kiss on kiss bestow'd; 

At leiig^ 1^ otter'd *' Banish vain alarms !— 
"^ yoQ Uess'd orb, I swear I dearly lore thee, 
^^ Pow'r on earth our tender ties shall sever, 
^^^ ioDd affection thou shalt ever prove me, 
^^*«>g or dead, I'm thine, Pm thine forever!" 

^'^bt Orion smil'd to hear the sacred vow, 

^ did the other constellations seven, 

^M Pleiades, methinks I hear them now 

^^id the fisdthful lover's vow in Heav'n ; 

Tbe listening Naiads seem'd to catch the sound, 

•And Echo, who, firom Love is parted never, 

Rflpeats these words, through dale and grove around : — 

^Lhrhig or dead, I'm thine, I'm thine for ever !". 



Sii^ of Vaivt STvcssX, 
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PART THE SECOND. 



Two litae momttirlkfrr lfe#ii; my gMitle mxue, 

Snoe we were pelted, aaid^ m^thinks, abrupt ; 

A letrospedlire gtance yoQ cann't reftue. 

It wont create satiety, nor interrupt 

Pleasure we Ptel in ttils lOT'd narratiTe ; 

Sweet Poesy ! assist me whilst t sing — 

To thy sweet numbers nought can be compuative, 

neasure and Peace attmid thy golden wing. 

Ro8a*g new the Queen of Woodbine Cottage, 
Two neat apartments she can call her own, 
Not so her heart, for that's deeply mortgaged, 
And Henry Vname upon the deed is shewn ; 
Her books, her harp, her lute are all removed, 
Her tambour-frame, her needle- work, her desk. 
And Woodbine Cottage is so much belov'd, 
That gayer scenes of life appear burlea^juft. 
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Rom mi Of Cttiagg. 



^ 
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Ste^ flodi a finmitB whli tte Inuitet hen. 
So much her eweet locielif b^guUet 

Thehoun, gfaidly frieiidi wffl coom to ne h«v 

And Roie^£uDe retoondt te wuuxf mflei } 

With iiee«ty iuded drefs, and ooCt^^ tdBm'd^ 

She lookf Aicadiaii diepfaeiden of oU, 

Her VemM' bort, thil If eo graoefal ttnmU, 

Would waim man's ftabbom hearty beH ne'er io eold« 

And then to hear her on the wpA0iXtj harp. 
How gaily move her fingers o'er the strings, 
Charming Uie senses, till she steals the heart ! 
And then^ too late, you find that love's no wings ; 
But when she sings ! O then, indeed, you're Uestl 
'Tis then her choice prefers tbe pensive lute^ 
Her voice can charm tbe weary muid to rest^ 
And bid each cank'ring care be still — be mute. 

Old Sally minds her work, she sings and tnylgei^ 
houks to the house, tbe pigs, and daiiy too, 
With turn'd up sleeves, her toil she never g^rudges. 
Shell wash, she'll bake, and now and then she'U brei 
And when with bustle and fatigue opprest. 
She'll say, ** Come, Rosa, love, now cheer my heart 
That song you made for Harry, gives me rest." 
Jiosa complies, and sweeUy lunAsYkscYAx^. 
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Rom Sings, 



SONG. 



I. 

Sweet SoUtnde ! I joy in thee! 

I lore the silent glen ! 
1 lore to trace the vagrant bee, 
Far from the hannti of men. 
Gathering store from flow'r and biuh, 
Where wood-nymphs sweetly glide, 
And all is silent, still, and hush, 
Sare Henxy, by my side, 
Who, Nature's lovely works admiring, 
The more he sees, the more desiring, 
CharmM with lovely scenes like this, 
He talks of love, and shares the bliss ! 

II. 

'* Impervious foliage fills the bough. 
The clustering nut is seen, 
. The foot-marks of the sheltering cow 
From Sol's too powerful beam ; 

Tlie vocal warbler of the gro^e, 
Who sings without reatnduW 






llie tlock-dore «A hv tdtt of lil^ 
But I IteTe no c wn p lifai^ 
So Bteniyli at my ikle, ■«*—*'<"fl^ 
The moie lie lees, tlie iiioi* dotata^; 

He taOa of lofp^ «iMldMBM<il»llii.'* 



^■.•-' 



4t Tbaok thee, my Rosa— Oh! how.hleft am I 

a tfaon feel'st ha|>i7 In this scene retir'd; 

Thy nuptial hour, my Rosa's very nigh, 

I fear thou'llt leave me, then, to be admir'd 

By Heniy's friends." She would hare utter'd more. 

Had not a ragrant tear stole o'e Aer cheek ; 

But Rosa caught it e'er it reachM the floor, 

Suppress'd her own, and then essay'd to speak : — 

** Kind mother ! for so I needs must call you. 
That I am happy, witness, O ye Pow'rs, 
No other fate I wish may e'er befigdl me. 
Than this sweet cottage and its remal bow'rs, 
'TIS h««, Content has fix'd her sweet abode. 
That coy and ficUe goddess, so much sought 
By kings and courtien) in the s^lewMTobe^ 

most cIOMly pi«»»d, ^qw uewt twsj^&A- 
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Batrn iruiljf Ikgspy. 



I 



Aide, pomp, ambitkun, ewry, avarice, epleen, 
^^aOtbeirbawoonoomitaiits, Ihate; 
^'''^^it, my host, — and Ceies, for my qiieen, 
'^ P% monaidis with their regal state— 
^^t it their wealth compared to peaoe lilce ours ? 
"^ conrtefy and smiles at ev'ry turn, 
^^^^^^ iiilKMne Flatt'iy plentifuUy show'rs 
^'^ hearts, whose inmost core with envy burn ? 



u 



Belieye me, when I say, no gayer scenes 
a>*& «m lute me from tbls nraet lOKxie ; 
^'^ looks for happiness, avoid extremes, 
Who took that course, yet, never found the road ; 
With jour good counsel, and my Heniy's band, 
If he feels happy, I am truly blest ; 
And, tho' my duly waits on his command, 
I should reluctant leave this place of rest ; — 

''And if that blessing is for me reservM, 
To see my oflspring smiling at my breast, 
What joy to know that you have seen deservM 
Those smiles, and cares, with whkh I've been carcftt ; 
And when its Grandma's voice proclaims, who comes. 
With joke, and prattle, such as then takes plape, 
DrswiD^ the nipple through its toothleu gwoii) 
// taiBM, and smilea most sweetly in Viet fftce. 
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"AxtBfoi tbeM josrv tho* In penpeethre laid. 
Too great, tooTaliiablotoeMtMlde?'*— 
** Tbey an, tliej ara!" cried SaOy, << nqr fweet m 
Come, thisday montb, please God, HnsmfA be Htm. 
Of Heniy— oar happy flUagen iball tee 
Salfy and Ridiaid lead the feitiTe Joy, 
The happiest momenti of our lives shall be 
To see thee mairied to our darttng boy ;— 

" So make anaogements for the happy day. 
The beUs shall ring, and all the countiy roimd 
Shall see our Richard gire thy hand away, 
Whilst ev'iy hill and dale with joy shall sound ; 
Our country lasses shall their garlands weave, 
And ev'ry sprightly wench her sweetheart bring. 
The morning star shall smile ere they shall leave. 
And ev'iy heart be gay as birds in qiring ; — 

'' I'll seek our Richard, tell him what Tve done. 
Our AUoe, too, must share the general joy. 
This night, I hope that we shall see my son. 
My mind's made up, and now I want my boy ; 
He has not been these two nights, which is Strang 
I hope to night that he will surely come — 
Go, Ro8a,^deck thy bow'i, and thln^ arange, 
And gUig tby song of veloome \o Yas Yion\«. 



M 
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Saify infiirtM Richard of her InienHoru 

No'^i Safly, faU of busUe— fuU of glee, 
^^t OQt Richaid— AUce, soon was found, 
^^hen fnfomiM, she, Rosa flew to see, 
^** foot 80 light, it scarcely touched the ground ; 
^^ rustic maiden dasp'd her in her arms, 
^" pour*d cong^tulations most sincere — 

''m glad our roof will longer know such charms 
^ ^«*?e experienc'd, ma'am, since you've been here ; 

^r country youth, and maids, will all be seen 
^rting new dresses, and our g^arlands gay, 
^ you will lead the dance upon the green; 
^h ! how I long to see the happy day ! 
How sweetly you'll become our Henrj's side ! 
^U clean and scrub this house, right through and through ! 
So glad I am that you're to be his bride ! — 
' That smile, it tells me that you like it toot 

** Well, well, you must excuse a country lass. 
Our heads are ignorant, our hearts are light ; 
When pleasure comes, we like it not to pass 
Without enjoyment, ere it takes its flight ; 
But, 111 go feed the pigs, and milk the cow, 
And then I'll let our village maidens know. 
Their swains must learn, with grace, to m«^e >^^vt Vs« > 
Or to oar tt/Ush wedding, they mu»Wl go.'' 

F 
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The Dtad-co)) flev, aod Rou's left alaiii>, 

Whu rilii'd bet ejes to Heav'n, and Ihnnk'd lli Lure 

Fur ev'rf Joy and blessing it Lad shonn, 

Aixl praj'd lier nuptials ujIgLt be ctowii'd above ; 

She slung her lule upun bur lovely ann, 

And viailed Uie bqw'r where JrnnnincB dwelt, 

With every touch Ihnl melody toiJd irliarm, 

llei soul'i sweet rhapsody in ujund5 did melt. 

SONG. 

I. 

" This lowly bow'r 1 've deck'd for thee. 

My Heniy ! — do not tarry ; 
Tby Roaa, anxious, waits for tbee— 

The lingering momeati delly ; 
Thy cool rqiast she has prepar'd. 

Sweet fluiv'TB her hands have stiew'd— 
I }ay In bliss with thee Uiat's sbar'd, 

1 pine mi 'lis lenew'd. 

II. 

"T]u- ei'nlngdew has ioucb'd the flow'r. 

And bade its beauties dose ', 
I begg'd for thee, mj Voree, ont Wm, 
jind tbua replied Uie wse'-"— 
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Mem aingM m the Bmeer, 



'Sweet emUem of our bAoomiiig tribe I 

Our Lofer's gmie to reft; 
Tbjr pray'r and oan, he would deride— 

He's sunk down in the west. 

III. 

' Were we to rival Cynthia, show 

(Or to the starry eve) 
Those beauties, he alone must know, 

He'd give us cause to grieve ; 
With nipping firost, and blighting dew, 

He'd pierce our gentle form ; — 
Sweet lady, we must bid, adieu ! 

We'll hail you in the mom !' " 



With dying cadence, and with voice most sweet. 
She just had ftnish'd her enraptur'd strain. 
When Henry's form was prostrate at her feet, 
And urg'd the sweet performance ouoe again. 
'* Bless'd as I ever thought myself beibre, 
I never knew my real bliss till now ; 
To know^ when absent, thou, on me, can&l i^xn 
Tbettnia, w/iicb thou alone, aoweU\LnoNi^i\.\3AHiJ 



•» 
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She Undi'd cooMnt— tet oUded In hts tarn, 
Yety witii mdi genUraen <kf tongiie and voiea^ 
Fof Wnliigy coneailinent» prolongM Jttmro; 
Yet, all io sweety daoft, tint mui, bom dtnioe^ . 
Would wantonly tnnagiem, to ^ thm diid — 
By such a frown reminded of bis daty — 
A frown, that anger, rage, or 000m forbid 
To place one wrinkle on ber face of beauty. 

Her face was never made to suit a frown, 
Her heart was never formM to give one birth ; 
Good nature, like champaign, you cannH keep down. 
And Rosa's face was form'd to cheer the earth ; 
Smile and look pleas'd, ye fascinating fair ! 
You're all that's left to sweet man's bitter cup — 
You cure our hearts, of sorrow, grief, and care-^ 
Your rosy lips, the nectar that we sup. 

Again, sweet Rosa had the strain performed. 
And ev'ning, now, in darker robe was clad ; 
Sally and Richard had their son inform'd 
Of news, that made his heart with transport glad ; 
He took his Rosa's not unwilling hand, 
And printed on its lily white, a kiss, 
A pledge, true lovers well can understand, 
Jn Hymen's soh vocabulary — ^**Yiia\" 
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Rota omwaUs U ike Marriage. 

*' And wilt thouy Rosa, on the boppy day. 
Bestow, with d^rfulness, thy heart and hand ?" 
Her eyes, more eloquent than words, did say, 
'' I will, I will'' — ^this you might onderstand, 
Tbo* the blue languishers were downward cast, 
And met her bosom heaving with a sigh ; 
Her quick'ning pulse was beatiug high and fost. 
To feel the moment of her bliss so nigh. 

But, Sally interrupts this scene of love-" 

** Come, Rosa, girl, — and Harry — th» ev'ning's cold." 

Her summons quickly clears the sweet alcove. 

And now she has her flock within the fold ; 

The evening meal's prepared, wholesome and light, 

Nor is distinction made, for all sit down. 

And Sally's cheerful fece smiles with delight. 

And jokes with Rosa — she their wish must crown ; 

To fill their table with a smiling crew, 
Whose arttess prattle shall the hours beguile. 
Who'll love their parents, and their grandam too — 
Thus, all enjoy the joke, the laugh, the smile ; 
Kow, Alice retails out the village news, 
For she has scamper'd through, from end to end ; 
Of all she has invited, none refuse, 
Far Heary has at every house, a Mend. 
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Richard in Iht Staile. 

Tbs suppei done — the Inntborii it is lit — 
Alice Dad Itidinnl la iha atable go, 
Richsid, be Codders Henry's ]i<stj (it. 
And Alic« lends the ctavingi of Iwrcov ; 
Bobby, be siioiis to find tiis cntdl new ■iDr'd, 
And up U> lb' belly, bedded well in etniw ; 
His sliiniog sitiefi wllb spur whs Tiever gorpd, 
The whiii ne'er told blm vben 'twas lime to draw. 

The sodsl bearUi is now resorted to, 

And Rom is eiitrentrd for a strain — 

" Tike nng I heard to olsbt, to me wh new. 

If 1 haie Interest, sing it once again." 

To ask, is to receive, at Ron'i hand ; 

Sbe struck the chords villi more than usual ildll, 

Her voice was heav'nly, and its ttreet commaiid. 

Went to the heart, and there In rapture thilU'd. 

Her voice was genU; iwell'd— then died away ; 
No frittering cadence, or supeiUuous shake. 
Not modem style — you know not what tbej My j 
To sing as now they sing, you need not speak ; 
O, I am ill to bear the soundlea stuS; 
'Tis squalling nonsense, not knowii^ what they say 
But, of Rosa's sQle, jou ne'er could have enough. 
It mliidx yoa so ol HeWn, Mi4^\iita\\i««ir!. 
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DescripHen of Bosa's Singing. 

Sweetly, O sweetly, she perforin 'd the task, 

Her lovely arms extended o'er the strings, 

Her eyes and face erected, seem'd to ask 

A flight to heav'n, and only wanted wings ; 

When finished, all were more than words can sp«fHk, 

Delighted — Rfehard never was so pleasM, 

The flow'is she sung of, did his fancy take — 

Okl Sally wlp'd the tear, and Rosa seized. 

m 

''My dearest Rosa, how I wrong'd thee once, 

But, come, my love. His time we go to rest ; 

C(mie, Alice, put a candle in the sconce, 

And Rosa, sing that hymn in which we're blest.'' 

The er'ning hymn concludes the happy day. 

And Rosa bids them all a sweet good night ; 

But Henry stole a kiss upon the way, 

And bless'd her slumbers as she left his sight. 

Rosa, and Alice, being both retir'd, 
Henry's parents wisb'd, from him, to know 
Who Rosa was, whom they so much admir'd ; 
" I ask'd her once, but tears began to flow, 
So I forbore, and never ask'd her since — 
For I could not endure to see her grieve ; 
However bred, she's worthy of a prince — 
Her mind'g so noble, sh« cau uoue decevs^ V^ 
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" I'm (orry, Molher, thai i ne'ef niiprisM ; 
The euloeet Ihnl you namt, she cannot bear [ 
And when 1 tell joii, jou will be ti"iiri*'d— 
She never knew whom her poreiits were j 
A piiUllc school repeiv'd het vetj joiniff, 
And «llh herlhey receii-'d a pune of gold ) 
They did Uielr duty— taught het every longue. 
And each accompUsllment which yon behold. 

Ten jenn BlnpsM— Hie money was espended, 
And no imniities tor the sUanper Qiine I 
Her Goveraeu aoloVd, she her befriended. 
And to her protege stiach'd no blame ; 
Now two yean more bail pait In cold ni>glett, 
When Roia'i mbid bepai to dnwn, sod see, 
And what she saw, her spirits did deject — 
' What ditferance,' aU sbe, ' 'tvvixt my males ai 

' What presents, what hiqulries come for them, 
When holidays bitjik, how gay their hearts ; 
But I om like a flow'rTlUKiut a stem. 
Cut off, and sent to wither hi these parts — 
No parents kind, send here to ask my fate. 
When holidays arrive, they're none to me, 
TtM dying swan that mourns Its mnnter'd EOKto, 
)ot nore Iroel;— mum toiioin ^n we. 
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Rom's Siory, 



'^°OQt this time, onts stonny winter's ere, 
^ M was rung with more than usual force — 

^^y stranger askM the ser?ant leave 

Of „ . 

pnvate audienc&^-Hwas refiisM of course; 

^ lady of the mansion was apprised 

Of 

^is airivaly and his sitange request, 

^S tbo' his person seemM as Hwere disguisM, 
^ met, undaunted, her mysterious guest. 

^iis port was manly, and his form g^enteel, 
^f>' mystery and reserve were in his face — 
"^^mething he wish'd, yet fear'd — but, to reveal 
^« ask'd an audience in some private place." 

Vou have a pupil here, that's Rosa nam'd, 
^ wish to see her if it be allowed?' 
* In my presence, then, — I might be blam'd 
^f I permitted such a thing.' — He bow'd. 

^'She led in Rosa, lovely as the tree 
Which seventeen summers ripen'd into bloom, 
Hebe in form, and Helena to see. 
Of either goddess, she might fill the room ; 
With blushing modesty, yet not dismay'd, 
She look'd upon his much-astonish'd gaze, 
But soon his inwanl workings were betiay^d-^ 
T^MMuUatn Oowm, and down his dieek \t itoi^ik.^^ 
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Itata'i ^wy. 

' How like hefmwUwr ia <he grown,' '• he mid, 
BiilBCarci^l badllioe woids e«sp'd his kiugue. 
When Rosa, fKxUnW nt his Jv«1 was Uiil, 
And thus impUir'i], whll^ilalii&knectjheclunt;:" 

■ Oh 1 tell me, sir, hnve 1 a mother living ?— 
Youweeii, and in tny iate on in%e!;t show — 
Aral uiiworliij? — it sh« uafoi^iTing? — 

To gain her bleujDg, throiigh the. wodd I'd^l 

■ Perhsps, autuel&Uwr'f ftermvimaiUK] 
Pnrbid! Ilial hut} kiu. ber cUkl iluMild ahan'.'— 

Andrals'd bn to bubeart, «nd )>»«'d b«r Uure ; 
He klu'd hei bitbmi,:kul^-be»Amm-m— 
Again be look'd — lbeiii)>*th'dbei with^bis Una, 
And n<)tblng«a«ldlH*Oawi«gMirrenluU, 
Tho' abaeat ibebad'beeaKtmKqf JB**** 
•< Hie mind recall 'd—4it.le«wth 1W tfau* be voice:" 
'Tb}' molbei', Bom.'.li'jMwt.tO'.iaidniBbOTB, 
Thy father lives, who kawdy (elttbe itroke, 
But lis forbid- tW-thaa ^uUat ibue Ui Iom.; 
There is an obitaiile--^nqulre no.ooie ; 
Time may remove it^ iu]''^i «o« iDvoli^ 
In mfsl'i^i «bkbith]rifittbw«»ight depl^n, 
And cimerilw hQW)lHlTN^tt>n(ta wAn^ft.. 



womroNGnAm. h 



"^^^CMlMt wJH«o«riliCfr «l7 &th€r liMt^ 
^^cpTirfcue in thine-heaitf^thy nnk^tniti 
^ Irfeging fciBttlwwAmp an>>iMinA that gfa iw i ■ i 
^ may be that oli.0tf|b w f n a w * ngttai 
^ not, \nHeiitij^i^iTtma^.^mTiia^ 
^OMl lefl^ lfi^9tA9mSid ber akme^ 
Vad never 8ine»4iMitl>8tian9»4i^8terioiis daj, 
^aswoidy Q»l0ttaf>-firOii»4be4rtnuigere(MBa«'^ 

* Oh ! ble«i'ih»d«ititig' f^,*> M SeUy said, 
^hdse eyes had oft been wet at Henry's tide, 
'^ I'm Sony now that she -has g^ne to bed--- . 
^ut, of the caskMy what* did it contain ?" 
*' A Banlc of England for one thousand poand|' 
AV'ith diamonds, rln^, neeklaees of gold. 
And in it was a costly locket found, 
A lovelier female ne'er did eyes behokl I 

" Her scbdol-arrearB were soon with pleasure paid ; 
For five years file's been using what was left, 
Thfiee boiMlredtaow wi^ Arthur Heywood's laid ; 
So still, dearmothery she's -not quite bereH*" 
** Nor ever shall, my Henry, whilst I'm alive, 
And when I'm gone> I hope thou'lt beher fiiend,' 
Against the worM, you must together sti^^, 
'Tit tboumvst cberltb her till life shall enA; 
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Salh/'i Adeia to Henry. 

» QUra bt^ei Itir God to btess tliee. Hairy. 
lou wilt i^^rd the wurds I sn;', 
I thHt sligliti the woronn be does nunj, 
I tipver iirospen long bj' niglil or day ; 
A Hankering ilmril Inrki vitliiii bis btensl. 
He flntt — be's nTetcbed — never kuows Ihe caiur. 
It bflunls by day, at njffbt deprives his rert, 
Heuever tastes Ibnt joy— Ihe heart's aiijilBuse. 

"But, come, my Henry, it's time to go to bod, 
Tliy fiillier, see, u nodding in bis fbair; 
I mint tee Boaa, — after what liH»'it nid 
1 cannot deep— I'm gtud ihe'i in my cue" 
Richard aod Henry tiolh relir'd to rest. 
But Saliy vent vrilh care to Hoia't ntva. 
She found her like a Veniu in bet noat 
Of lovely fragrence— she, herself, the bloom. 

" Fair, lovely Ron, who that aaw Ihae aleeplngy 
WouM tbtnk thy breast hed ever heav'd a sigh ? 
Would think thy cheek wai ever ttain'd wlUi we^ 
Or, that sorrow'i tear bad ever dinroi'd tUne eye i 
Soundly she sleeps — Innocence protecti her; 
Her placid teaturei mantle with b imjle ; 
tier ItXbet'i heart Is hail \{ \ie vt^ix>x her, 
S&e might, a wanytatet, b\«touT*\««a\\f,— 
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■" -■ - - — • — 

Salfy. in Bota's Bed-room. 

I -I _ ■ ^ ._ , _ 

*^ KiflB thy cheek, but not disturb thy dumber — 
^^ thee, sweet Rosal — I love thee, more and more ! — 
^<H)d night 1 good night f — my kisses, without number, 
^^ feebly tell how much I should deplore, 
ever sorrow iii|>8 thy tender heart, 
^^liUt sheltering 'neath this humble roof of mine; 
^Id Sally, stiU will ever take thy partr- 
^^t)od nigbt ! once more- may rest and peace be thine ! 

^^ cottage now is buried in repose — 
^weet are their slumbers, who have hearts at rest; 
'^oon as the morning sun shall day disdose, 
*^ey'll rise, as does the lark from off its nest; 
ilichard and Alice were the fiist to rise, 
She siqgs her ancient lay, and milks her oow; 
«And Rosa, now unsealM her lovely eyes, 
6he's said her pray 'r, and she is busied now 

In cooking breakfast, looking to her flock, 
Her doves, her poultry — well they know her voice. 
With lib'rid hand she deals — and now the dock 
Strikes seven — now the garden is her choice. 
Sweet odours breathe from ev'iy border round ; 
From proud carnatton, and the lovely rose, 
She culls a nosegay, sweet as could be {quiv^, 
AadwMi'd to pltuse U in what breatl tbA c^kKWb. 
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HMa'l Pfftiml. 

'Twus Heniy'i h»i)py lot to g'ttii the prfw, 

SSemet-hIm im slie riracirJ ttie tw-eat nlcoio — 

"Deor H«tiTj , Itiis is Trny lute W rise, 

Bill, see! I'vegot b presenl for mjilosp." 

" Dent HosH, I'll receiVH it at liiy litind, 

Tho' [ifJHK lale, l'*eiiotil<»Brv'il to wi» il, 

Bui, Ifl nie say, of all fair VUwJt bund, 

Than ort, Uiysplf, IheBweetestfliiw'rthul'Bin il. 

"A InicetocotmiliniBnte, dear Hairy, now — 
The KvHUhal wMta—Oie coff^ will b« tpofl'd ; 
See !— Alice, to tba field, ibe take* the co«>— 

The eggs Bre on, and will be over boil'il j 
Mother has risen, tao, awl mill be croB— ■ 
Come, let's tttbreaktart— I wBjit j'ouon IhBAtlTi 
I've Rome conimteskiDi «^U your ttms er^ioss, 
It' you'll but execute tbeni, love, lo-day." 

S.Ut] [net Ros&wllbacbeerfulcaill^ 

And pteu'd bet at the Isble to preside — 

" Come, Hcnrji thou mutt ride far moxtj a mite^ 

Before thou'st Itosa for Uiy blooming *rtde— 

Is Bobby swidl'd, Rldiartf* "\'o«?h9l»i 

Come, Heniyi thou hast liUle tliua-tAslny", 
YatiT towns-bred Eolk» bw soaweVs u? *jt tbl*— 
How, HeiBy, lidy tobmse\ Vo\vorae\ bmk^V 
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hmry^s Deprn'tttre. 



'■^ iQantUBg.steed^was-brought, i^bo leem M to know 
^ to attract caretses from tiie taxt, 
'et loojj,^ impattwit, on his way to go, 
'^^ drapes the aurtli, aad uneUs at Rosa fait ; 
^^^ of his burthen, -. see hioi gbure his eye, 
® champs the bit, impatient now for speed ; 
^ band was Idsi'd, as- token of— Good bye^- 
^^Hme," he said ''one HioDtfa, Ihou'rtmine, indeed." 

^^^ to their daily task, they now repair, 

to 

^Voodbine Cottage, holds no idle creature, 
^Q wash, some mend, and some the n^eal prepare, 
^ «ll's combinM in knre, and sweet good nature ; 
^^ard's vccation's in the garden placed, 

^^ there, a weed's asham'd to show itself, 

Ir 

* One was found, he'd (hink his art disgraced, 

^*be ground's his pleasure, and its fruit his wealth. 

Tlie maidens of the village, ev'ry eve. 
Meet at a house convenient for their use, 
There make designs of garlands they will wreath, 
And trim their nistic dresses quite profuse ; 
For Henry's wedding runs in all their thoughts, 
Both old and young have caught the wish — ^the flame, 
E'en servant lads are saving up their gTouts, 
To make tiie day show worthy of his narae. 
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Woodbine Collnge Is UiroDg'd from end to side 
Wtlh milliners, uphohterera, sihI surl>, 
DlsjilBjing iMte idal'i worthj of iJie bride. 
Nor Bre thesa prcpHmUans deem'd loo much ; 
For even RJchanl meonfl to sport b siiit. 
And has thrpetnllon, nawalvork, or more. 
And SuUy'i got a gown wlUi lace put to't, 
And Rusa'« dresa employa aame balf a Kof c. 
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PART THE THIRD. 



*^1ie wishM, the long-expected morn anivM ; 

^ol's rising beams were hailM by many a fair; 

^is car, propitious, up the east did drive, 
Oladd'ning the world that smilM beneath, his care ; 
His rosy fiure dispers'd the gloom of night, 
The feather'd warblers hailM him with their song. 
The orient dew on every spray was bright ; 
Great nature seem'd to laugh and cheer the throng ! 

Plenty and pleasure smilM on every hand ! 
Ptomona revelPd in the orchard juice ! 
The youthful maids appear a sylvan band, 
And sport and revelry is now let loose ; 
The village bells send forth a merry peal. 
Which sweetly sounds along the' Halcyon meads ; 
Both old and young ihe general transpoiKl tee\> 
n^ Mpeak of Henry's worth, oi ^aSl^'ft deeAa. 

H 
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All's huslie BOW wtlhio, and crowiJ withoiil — 
Richard and Sail)' put on their gny altirp ; 
Alice, all bustle, knocki (be thtu^ about, 
lu prct>aruUoiu sucb ai they reqaire ; 
Refreshments now are spread, the di»r Is ep'd, 
And Henry, he receives tbe welcome throng ; 
The youth all strive, am! ivith fifh uther Eop'd, 
To moie (he ple«nati7, or nlw the wag- 

The cbowD tnaldi, vtik gula# m^ HriWi 
For whom the neat •«* bivokbat i* ptefvli ; 

The mimtieli, too, who keep ttaetr spartc i|ltvf , 
Have joln'd tlie futiTO'boud, aod wiUi than f^ai'd 
Old Stilly welcomes all with great good-wiU, 
And Rlcbaid t< not bickwud in bis gicatti^^. 
Tbe men, of heel aiti ate, may take their KU ) 
The toMe»— irtne and cske, at thti gny mMUag. 

But what suFpdiet n^m the eyei ol aHi 
>Tis Rosa, and l)er bride-maiU th«t ippwri 
She, like a stqr, tiiitt froni it^ ^^>ei<i cM Hli 
Attracted gazers, butdiipeU'4 all few i 
For as tbe goliJaB chambfa of lk« fMt. 
Sends forth a neraeBger Hmt cheew tk» 4ir> 
5o Bom '» fUMeJn* »wwv'4 %> WKd fc»*Vn 
''N) mut th) sUi to guUe UKn. OP <h!^^>W> 
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Hymen ne'e/ iiflfil'd d^ A After ftihb I 

A loveUer iWikf i0t*ef Ui lltkr trdd | 

She Iddk'H tH« ftitN/Ht^hi^fme, ^n% tor lMitol^ 

Or sw^MH fllitfllhjtfli(^ Uul&llfl|[ frmii tts ^id* 

Her dress was w«B «»fidelf m^-s^-ttid fitiiOifsinda^i 

Love-kodfi 8M( fl<M»>f8i iat«Hi4)» flum tiie ^taee^ 

A richer satin-goUl iOd tMhri^ hoo^ 

More spleMtd frliinaBfti%) dr me^ eoMf Ince. 

The jewelleiy hl» (Mf«t Ind cekitafif'd^ 

VfBM never 8p6rted Wl.iSit jojfbl ftj ; 

The splendid loelfiet^ WHli it^ dialnoBas flKtaM-^ 

}R«r ifki||!ii hef goilddn ehainy were rich aiAl gs^^ 
But lier deportmtot dU these iayi btdshdoe-^ 

So a£hble, so cdin^MMntv so free. 

Where'er Hhw inaf% slie'd erery heirit hra owil ; 

Her presence crowb'd the morn ^th jof ^ witii glee. 

Her maid dii^trthatdd the ftromii remk^ 
The bridal-cake, the fanc^ fohh'd rdie^. 
Which in each rustic breast is qnicldf femidy 
A bridal-'faToar that he'll ne'e(r forgiet. 
The Tillage pastor enlen now the door, 
With meek deportment — pattern ka his doth ; 
He** ifitidb cares8% and wetoom'd 6'eT «nd o^vc^ 
A tribute jusUy daim'd— b}* private W0t\h. 



i 
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7jie ClergymaBar 



h |deas>nt (ace, hli cheerful Bock ; 
d iuqiilriei of their beallb he mnkes, 
II its, (heii diildreu, and their famiiug sti 
ODie he Diove», niUi suine the hu-tii he tbak 
1 if a tniBDt froDi liii cburcli be spies, 
He will nol leove him lill tbe Uiirig'i BspUin'd ; 
To wcondle ali difference sUH he tries. 
And nerer vw with pride oi hoishuea hlam'd. 

He now accosla the baslees and the hoft, 
CoDgntulala ;ouiig Heniy on hb dioice ! 
Of Rou'i tUIi to hta diuich, did bout ; 
" Tbe labour's sweet, m; lore, and beai'n'a llii 
I bope our church will long enjoy the i>lp«sure 
Of fcridlog you amongst our rural flock." 
'Twai thus be qioke, 'twus thus he found a plea 
In adding conierti to bis pasl'ral stock. 

Tbe minstrelt now struck up tbe tlvel]' stnln. 
The garlands oie display 'd before the door. 
The hour's arriv'd to form tbe wedding train. 
The merry belts tbeir peali rung o'er and o'er ; 
Del^btful sight, tbewelkinrings with joy. 
Each heart (tiUtee to bless tbe happy pair ; 
Some jhow'r their blesung on tbeit iieLgblmur'i 
Aud oil bertow theio on the lo^f^V I'o'- 
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Marriage Processwn. 

^^ i&instrels tnd the garlands led the way, 
]^ 

^^ by six Tirgins, dress'd in snowj* white ! 

N^ * 

^Xt Rosa, and her bride-maid, dress'd mott gay — 
^ hearts grew youug to see the lovely sight; 

'^vzt follow'd Richard, and his taithful mate, 

^^be dergyman, with Henry at his side, 

^hen foUow'd villagers, with hearts elate, 

^^ith bosoms glowing, swelled with honest pride. 

*The gay procession scarcely was in motion, 
Vith ev'iy nerve brac'd to the music's sound, 
When at a distance seem'd a slight commotion. 
At viewing what with speed approach^ the ground. 
Its splendour dazzlM every eye that gazM, 
Which still increasM, as nearer still it drew ; 
The joyful band now halted, much amaz'd. 
To see such splendour in their village move. 

Outriders now approach — impatient ask 
For Woodbine Cottage, and for Rosa's name ; 
And now the equipage their speed had past, 
Is drawn up by postillions, in the lane. 
Six noble steeds, caparison'd with taste. 
And bumish'd silver harness, studded o'er, 
And spangl'd netting, brilliant and c\ia&\«, 
Tlie caniage d[rew— a corouet it boie. 



M wooi/roM ottsM 

luteMqUim. 

Tlw object of tlwif tcHTcb ms qolcklj sbewu ; 
The iiurpurt of bei etmnd wb« not bW, 
Tills (D Uielr pB«>eng*r won soon rnncte knonn, 
Which he Kiih perniipioiy rolce forbid [ 
He now Blighted wilb the gientest speeil. 
With h(i]>i^», with iknibti and tean hk niind wan 
Anxious iie seem'd to gnfn Iih matter's meetJ, 
ToR 



Sbe net blm iWli ■ Btkmm HIMMP^ 

Hs feem'd mtaolth'i «««n be Mr Mf MtW^ 

HU biisin«M U be* mmd, «He naW MfOt'ih^ 

Id Tidee, depurliiient, stie VM all the qoeed ; 

He bowM obsequeou*, to Mr gnu^M fotA,- 

Presented bk CFedenllolf— wHHtt hla tytt 

Goz'd on tbe locket tINIt Kei iMe ■dtfr^'d ; 

" How hllhef emae", be tOi, Mid seeM^d stiffllfM. 

She brake the <titf-<«e NWd oot hOtf^M iSate t 
Her colotir went} sd^ caime, Ae l«M*>d « il|^ t 
And qnlckl; bad bwD fa«stt»te ott tbe flow. 
Had not her true-(o*e, Henr;, Etood so M^ ;--' 
"My dear, m; long lost Child!"— H tbinbiKgaii; 
Her feelings gouM not itand to see tb« re<t! 
Her dwek, when dvett flte me, it pole stid wtfB ; 
•i ncUn'd npoft poo» SiAis'i ^kh^ 
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Ej^pkmaiion. 



Her Other's cfaapl^Ui now (for so he pTOv'4) 
**P^n'd to Hcwy, nod ii9r nearest Irieixis, 
'^y he, 90 loii^ ^ lwu»bM one li© IpvM, 
"^ iiow 1)0^ iVDi^Qu^ |4 io muke 9ipeji4« » 

" privacy, b© miMTiy'd Hopa*? iflQljher ! 
^ ***«(! iA gh^ Wftb to Ou^ Ivs dm I 

^ther fof€'4 }fi9i wavfOfi^e WJth iuiQt|ier : 

Tile 

<>)nfli4i «reU nj^ <n8(le v^ Iprd roA wil4* 

^^ yielded to tb^ m^t4^- 'tww wost uijjiappy ; 
*^y'8 spirit WM of luw^fbtiy tofi^, 
vi4)M B)y lofd to bunabl/p, U|f;» iier l^q^ey, 
^ be was high^ and pxoud, 0^4 would yield ygne ; 
^y liad no ofl^ijrii^r-and 'twas very welJ, 
^f now my lily's ^^^^berM \^itU tb^ de«,(l ; 
^ow Rosa's c^'d, at home with Jto to dwell ; 
^be i« ^ olGfeprinjf of bis lawrftM bed 1 

** An4 tberefojce bebre$^ to bis poble bloody 
His princely maAsioAS, and bi^ title's faji^o, 
This e%vi|)8ge will i^ake it yndofstood, 
He brings \m boi^ei desientp^ of bis name ; 
He counts the momenlA nowj of our j^eturn ; 
His owtVr yacht now rides in DubliA Qay > 
Cat short the time ihaX bids ^ pareix^ mo^NEi^— 
The Affair aieti If^gUfso qS^ dq 4^v>*^ 
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Rosa bad now revi»'d,— ftiul bemd In pmt, 
TbB iiiiluni of iiii nilaion, nnd Uie came ; 
Sho look'd on Henry wild « flowing heurt ; 
And wistful, B»ein'd to nik hU hedrt's sppliuua, 
Bal »u dRcelv'd, for he wv* stricken mule ; 
She BBW dcBpoiiiltiig looks, libe hcanJ hia slgbtl 
" My Ilenrj-, <!o lhi»se (iiliiij(i fnd thy sui^ 
Or make thy Rose les! worthy in thine eyes ?*' 

" My lovely Rota, I should not repine : 

'Til telBih, 'tis absurd, unmanly, weak; 

I should rejoice, thatbirtb and n^lpiidour's thine f 

1 should submit to it with sfririt meek, — 

But who can }-ie<d his hesrt's (onddoating treasur 

And not betray the vound he has lecelv'd? 

Deal maid, you'll lerel In the fields oS pltasura, 

When he lies low, who's hopes ate now dBceiv'd. 

" Oh ! Heniy, do not wrong me with the thougl 
That I would e'er submit to loose thy love I 
l( thou the price, kingdoms were dearly bought' 
Tbou know'st my vow ts reglsler'd shore ! 
And BO la thine to me — fbiget it never ; 
Thou know'st the solemn eve on which thou sa 
'Wring or dead, I'm 11iVi«, Vmfti™ &«««■ 
Wbea I foTgei K, love, Gonc\vid« me b%&. 



wMQuroN ffliBsm 



f%9 CmnUt^a Fmifo mK 



"^ fiith» ^voold dialaiiiiiqr humble 
^^> what if wQEMy p«tep« ikandon tbee ; 
^ WeooUtles, no spleiidid eofien, 
^^j what aHinice could he daim with Mft?^-* 

^^foj, forbear! mm wouhI mj ipfartt moic^ 
% mind is fix'd inevccaUy—thou, 
^ Piefeienoe to titles, I adore, 
^^keep thy love, I will dtedaiin them mnr.'' 

^Werend Brother, £» so I ftnd you \ 



^^^ I advise in this ?— with doe submisfioii, 
*^ Parish Curale in this Tillage here ; 
^« write his lordship, if I've your permisBioB ; 
youth I duisten'd, knew him from his birth, 
talent, honor, dui^jr, he's renown'd, 
re's not a nobler heart this day on earth, 
let me write his lordship on this ground. 

*Ti8 pity ior to sever youthful hearts, 
^liat were in early youth twin'd into one, 
^lisir love, for years, was foster'd in these parts, 
^<$'ll only droop, and die, when she is gone ; 
llien let him bear her comp'ny to her sire, 
^th such a letter as I now will write." 
The dmpbUn did (be cmate^s plan admit*, 

I 



H 
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To uoodbine collage Dow Ibeir itepi tbej t 


tie thus combiD'J the mJoUWt and roan, 


The 


soul'ji physician, sod Ibo Oemij (rlend 


Bat, 


oh ! how aiter'd is this happj c«t. 


Rich Uteries aliend the word, the look, 


She' 


s now, my ladj, caU'd, whose humble 


In this aweet cottage, ev'ry plentiire look. 



The biTlQiw t^itj of MEmdimMt lak>, 
Sally and AUce have rtMr'd np italii, 
For Rtaa'f joniney, prepaiationa make. 
But, oh I thalc hearli are wrung with gijai 
Each dress Ibey more, j-emindB them of tta 
Some iond remembei'd scene is call'd to mi 
It brings the past remember'd pleasures nei 
Tbef cunni recall Ibem, tbo' wilb tears U 

Rosa Dow joins (bem, and is much coDcen 
To find their grief so great, and her the o 
She wlsh'd tbese tidings the had never leai 
" I (alt moat bappy here, in your applaose, 
I bad not griev'd, noX knowing what w« 
What Is a title or the pomp ol state } 
Tis deai, if puichas'd at tAenOaUf's mart,. 
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^~~ -|M1MI.« 1U _L--.I_-. 

. SaUs^ Reiaiet her Dream,, 

'^ eomkxt, dearest mother^ 111 looii retuni^ 

'^^pty my boow'd fiitfaer noay oome too^ 

^Uiioiiy trith Hemy, he^ neTer Spain, 
^ if he sfaoukly I'll teare and oome to yon ; 
* *H>t weep, my mother !— comfort, Alice ; 
*^ doad my ^irits, which should now be gay, 
^^'^^ tears will proTe to me a poison'd chalice, 
*^^'ll canker ev'iy joy whilst I'm away." 

^iosa, my dear, foigive this troubl'd mind, 
^t though of parting, these tears will flow amain, 
^or something tells me, whom thou leav'st behind, 

*I1ioa'lt never, never live to see again ! 

My dream, last night, I see is come to pass, 

I saw thee at the altar, Henry, too. 

An 9DgA did between the lovers pass, 

h beckon'd thee — thoa bade us all adieu ! 

" I woke in weeping for thy sudden loss, 
I wonder'd what this mystery could mean, 
I thought these nuptials, something sure would cross. 
And then I thought again — His but a dream ; 
Bat now it is interpreted, I see ; 
Dear Rose, thou bast my blessing, come wbat may. 
The bapj^est of my life was spent wV\\i\\i««) 
I^vad ibe Uaiik that oomet when \])Ky&*i\ v«vs * ' 



Ans Seaird m Ibe Ciwriage. 

riage who«lB now nllls at Mae dam, 
iplaln ealls her tai^shi|i tu busle ; 
irttug'scuBe, which Ibue b 
^ 's nnnt, pocv Rosa, is embric'd, 
klffiei her, abeweeps, but otl fa vats, 
Sfae cBDBOt lecoiicile IhU {lartiiig hoar. 
The poijsoanl grief, il stiU recois again. 
To SB)-, FureweiH she has iiolgot thepoirt. 

Nor are Ihe teaie af Alice sbed in Tain — 
" Foar iM," ttii, Hwa, asatw gan ■ kk^ 
"BtAneirts AUce, I'Ucopw hereagnlMt 
t lltUe thousht a parting such aa thli ; 
Comiurt, mj meOm, I'M not be ahaent long, 
Again, I'm cali'd— O Hew'u I tfaes, uint I ffo ? 
Foicwell ! dear motbeT, 1 'go to naeet Ike Ibrong 
01 worldly falhfam, with a faMrtof wo.'' 

Abaorb'd (n lean, rite leacfa'dthecxria^eidov; 
Tito iplendid iir'rles wait oa ber command ; 
Tbo cbaplatn, he hli haDd.piesenled to ber, 
The crowded peasantry in wonder stand, 
Tl» Henry's arm supports her to ber »e»V 
She will not move till he Is at her side ; 
The prandng steeds tlie «ounili\n% eutb did beat, 
/in(w(iejitof delay, BBas'«^'4'«i«iS**«- 
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*^^^doori»<to^4i, 4ieetft one look behind, 
^^^Througfa tean, sofiejr'd the liappy riinl ipo^ 
--^ partiiig pang of grief ouoe o'er her mind, 
^^ Thoce happy hoiin ase paft, but ne'er lbigoi'% 
^he said, then gave the signal to dc^part ; 
*The tnunpling steeds, the prandng horsemen fljr, 
*rbey had the pniy'is of many an honest hear^ 
ll^hich spoke Un btngoage in the glist'ning eye. 

P(Mr Liverpool tbey fly along the road, 

A packet waits their coming in the stream, 

Twill swiftly waft her to her sire's abode. 

Which proudly rises on the banks of Sheen ; 

Bat woodbine cottage is, in sorrow, left. 

The rustic peasantry have all retir'd, 

Old Sally feels of every hope bereft, 

Thai night, how dulll^that mom, how much admlr'd! 

With speed and tsglendat, see them dash along ! 
But silence, from within, hi never broke, , 
At ev'ry village they've a gazing throng ; 
*« Who is't ?"— " Who can it be ?" 'twas thus they q>oke ; 
Poor Rosa, now and then a look would cast 
Upon the cheerful smiling faces seen ; 
** Ah me," she thoii^ht^ *' how sweet m^ \lI<^\as^\m^<i 
If I at woodbine cottage stlU had bceu.»> 
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Aom'f Itepenliont, 



" Can *|ilendor, such ru now sttracti the tlghl. 
A<!<i>iige Ibe euitow o! a traubl'd mind. 
If advene furliino enrly prospects bllgbt? 
Can lLi« natore the Wiag thnCg left behind ? 
Vain iu))jKisilion ! — »ain deliisi*e thnugfaU 
Thit soon unreil* the troth when trial's madp. 
True hnppine-s, in bumhler imths i^ sought, 
She loves the lo«1y i?at, Ihe peaceful stiBdc." 

Her trnin of lliouji;hfs were now broke In tipoB — 
The chaplain with'd ber ladj^^ to tdl. 
How the obtain'd the locket, he uw on 
Herlstljship, which she became so <irell ; 
She now related how sbe came possess'd 
Of that andotherjeweU that she wore. 
The duploin thus her UdjTship address'd. 
As itlU Ouj nearer drew to Mersey's ahore. 

" Mj- ladj, 'twas your noble sire, you saw^ 
A btber'B armB then press'il j'oo to his breast, 
UiBwn to the spot, by love and nature's law, 
The sight of you, I'm sfcre would give blm re«l i 
That locket represents your angel molber, 
Who left this world In glvii^ birth lo yon, 
Tlieeere ont ne'er was ttu*e4ViMwftl«i, 
He was ber lo«r, kA bet b<j*«.n4 Viv«." 
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Bota Bears of her Father, 



** Great God ! — was it mj father whom I saw? 
Was his the hand a mother's picture gave ? 
It wasy it was, lor none but nature's law 
Could bind him to the offering of the grave, 
And then to leave with me my mother's form — 

bless him — bless him for his thoughtful care. 
For this regard of his, each night, each morn, 
I'll never cease to bless him in my pray'r. 

<' Banish despair, my Henry, from thy brow ! 

1 well remember now, my father's look. 
His loving kiss, metbinks I feel it now. 
How fond, how tenderly, his leave he touk. 
He never will submit to see me pine — 

Come, cbeer thee, Henry ! I like things better now. 
He'll soon consent to place my hand in thine, 
And seal our union with the holy vow." 

'Twas thus she rallied Heniy's drooping heart. 
Till Liverpool began to show its face. 
That place of bustle, England's greatest mart. 
The seat of Commerce, 'tis her favorite place ; 
They dash'd along, through streets they knew full well. 
Saw many a well-known face they wish'd to greet, 
They're now arriv'd at Lillyman'i )M>tel, 
Tbe eaptidn there appoinled tliein to uieeX. 
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Arrival at LiverpmU. 



True to bii irtani, he'e there «lUi bis sttendanli, 
" Come, biutld, biutie, men, the tide it Hows, 
The cftrriaKB miisl Bbwird — we're no dcpfrdence 
But on oui«elvn — tlie borse end liigifa^ goea — 
The lady and the gemnice hsre wEll stop— 
We'll quiokly get the eqiilpEige oa boaid. 
And when nil's riglil, and light, and snug !« got. 
We'll fetch her ladjshlp, and get unmoor'd." 

He was a rough atid sturdj' lauklng feUa«, 

Rude in Ue niannen, bliifT inhiscommand, 

Subdu'd bis crew, cmld bustle, iwear mid b^ow, 

Aod well the dbdUc art did understand ; 

He, therefore, by hit Lordship was selected, , 

For thit laid enterprise, with rich rewatd, 

If quick return should prove be'd not neglected, 

The olgecl of bis love and dnar regiBid. 

He par^ an nfi«sfa'd in private room, 
Roia hoi galn'd her usual flow of spirits, 
Sbe tell\her Heniy, shell pronounce bis doom, 
And toaa tewmd faint equal to bis merits ; 
The dwplaln be admliea ha gay good natiua, 
Sayi, that bis loidshtp she wlU much deligbt ; 
E'ea HenTj, now assumes Kgajecteatiii*, 
Aod oazlouf ieela to gidn Us Vikidib^'t ^^^ 
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RetamtkeBoal, 

Togainberubjady die with Hemj tries 
^^ taise his language to Iti usual mirth^ 
^^^ fiDom tlie packet, meaengers arrive — 
*' A]l>g safe on booid, tbe Tewd'k lea her Urib," 
^^s in the stream^ and niges them to haste, 
^^ <ide is tomM and ebbing fest awaj, 
^^ bieoe is light, there is no time to waste, 
^'^^^'reto dear the Rode and banks to-day. 

^^ IdeasantnewB they liasten to obey, 

're quidc, and bustle now to g^t on board, 
^irow's perform'd their work upon the quay, 
^2arriage shipp'd, tbe horses well are storM, 
^ aiz-oar'd boat attends at George's slip, 



^ ^ous to bear her Ladyship away, 

**^ ev'ry prospect of a speedy trip^ 
*^^ k>ng to kiss Old Neptune's briny ware. 




Lt eastern stream, that Cleopatra bora 
^ ^11 the splendor of her regal state, 
^^ costly barge, impell'd by silver oar, 
^^^kiid never boast, or triumph o'er thy fate, 
^Id Mersey— thou, a richer burthen bears, 
More q>lendkl beauty on thy bosom glides, 
Tbe briny ocean in thy honor shares, 
It leapt i;>T Joy, and lares thy sandy ilde». 
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Iluia gaiia lie I « 



For Ross, iiow 15 gilding on the slreom— 
Hu&U, and ho fetill, Ihou proud a5p}rin^ wavcE 
Nor rise sa lii|;]i lu see lair Bciinty's<|iieeii, 
ButowUcrfow^, hetbffUr^nW'totami 
The picket giia'd, tin Uider ir ^upended, 
FUrRouUtheOnltacBclibthAiiil^ ' 
Bj Henij and the ChopUta Aet blended, 
awl Bno aj AaifibiUiei :0k] NrftuMI-lttlila. 

.Tbe aschor'i fiili'd~tbe lalli now catch the biee 
" Come, bear a band i" the bliut'ritig captain a 
" Set ev'17 EsU— she'll round the rock with ease- 
Set the gaff-topsail !"— She down ihe channel bl 
The tide ebbs last— the brirezc is rather tight ; 
She gains the llock, and safely parses tbrCu^, 
And now the Norlh-west Buoy Is full in Si^ht— 
" Boy, heave the lead, and call the soiindlligs tn 

The tess'nlng dip dishsnrtena now the men— 
Whaif-bank, that falal spot la terj nea*— 
They listen ! — from the chains he calls tigain, 
Alas ! it tells their, they have much lo fear ; 
They port the lielm, for deeper channel try. 
But ere the boy again coatd sonnd the lead, 
"The Wharf! the Whaiil" esc^i tatoi iio'b do 
iJidoniU fatal bonk ahe'iliun ^Vea&- 



roourtw***"^ 



^5 



The 



Vet^ 



Jgm^' 



dpn^ 



^J BOW »"' 

To dew op »«»' ,^ boW ""^ 

"She ^e.^ ^'^''' ^e^.e^'^'^ 

^ .,a»'m«» »'">*' mav depend °»* 

hax tew *«*"**^ o.e» »'»"**'**' 
TtKec*^"""^"*""! ,es»e\ is ««=»''*' 

♦.*fl.T00i» co*^"' . ., rtve felt. 

The »»»^-'' , to teeei^e we. 



>^. 



Tt WOOI/rOK ORSEV 



■VM«»*a 



ReHrtdtoB^H. 



Sleep MiBiid, bit Ron, deep will &ee restoie- 
How mae^didifc thoa ttiink tUi Uadiliig mom, 
A mother's let e tby abtenoe ibould dq>lore. 
Or cm the ocean lodge thy lovely fonn ; 
No sound is heard upon thedreaiy space, 
But restless waves that lash the vessel's side. 
Save at a distance^ the tide, for resting place. 
Makes moan unoeasingi never will subside. 



ISnTi oC ^KXi irf)ttTi. 



PART THE FOURTH. 



■•^H midnigbt, ind Ibe walcli hate clos'd tlii-tr eja, 
*^aM:epl olJ Cherlej-— lie still walli'd Ihedeck: 
"^.e hentd )Le wind give nil 'ranee tci lis liglii [ 
-*~*e thougtl In <all the watcli, yet still did cbe«Ic 
*^i» ■pp"'iBn»lon«, thiukingho niigllt err; 
-feirt now he 8nds 'tj* ihiruag due norUi-west, 
Tic mnd, and fooliih longer to defer ; 
^Tii time for ever)' man lo do his best ! 

Hull" flood ha* nearly BoWd, the wiml'sa liend, 
It «UI1 iDcreases— DOW llip}' fear a gale ! 
All sail's dew'd up, It ilands them murh Inntead — 
" Keep (uut Uie hawter, llie kedge it will not rail ', 
Her stern's oBoat— hear stoutly on jour bars [ 
Yd lio t myladi! — good Bocbor, kee|) thy ground. 
B/iiear'u,' ibe fliumpsl" — (Iblsbnfflw tiaft«\M*^ 
Sbe-a •pning a leitk—nml now the piim^sttie^ wmw!i. 
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The Fessel beeomet a fFreck. 

Five feet of water she has ^ddy made, 

The pumps require all pow'r that can be spar'd ; 

To warp her off there's ev'ry efibrt made. 

Each toil and danger equally is shar'd ; 

But still she thumps, and stfll the leaks increased, 

'Tis time to call the possen^rs on deck, 

A cry is made ! — and ev*ry effort ceasM— 

" She's broke her back I she'll be a total wreck !" 

Poor Rosa 1 who could 190k upon thee iiow. 
And not bedew his cheek with pity's tear ? 
Thy tender form, thy fair and lovely brow, 
Expos'd to danger, and grown pale with fear, 
In Henrj 's arms, in vain for safety looks. 
She weeps to see the storm, then hides her face ; 
On Henry's breast her lovely head it droops, 
'Tis now a sad and lonely resting place. 

The captain, mad with rage, from stern to stem. 
Flew in distraction, ever}' eflbrt tried — 
" Cut the laniards, damn all cowardly men — 
The mast once o'er, she'll right again," he cried. 
The laniards cut, the mast it soon went o'er ; 
But, wo to tell, the vessel went o'er too ! 
Aii floating wreck now beats \ovj«L\dLS> ^^t^ft Aksst^^— 
The Chaplain sunk, and seveu ol W\« cx^^ • 
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The Storm continue** 

Three horses only, up the hatchway sprinjor* 
£ach groom, with tears b^wtiDsbis faTorite steed, 
They catdi the three smrVivofs, aiKl they cling 
Unto th^m, 1ml sunk when the wreck (hey fireed ; 
The captain sought not safety, his des^mir 
Absorbed all other feeling — he indaIgM 
Id frantic rhapsody — he tore his hair, 
With imprecstioii hi the ocean plung'd. 

The wind still rages, and the tide swells high. 
The day now dawns, and shows their horrid state ; 
She look'd on Henry, heav'd a piteous sigh — 
" O leave me, Henr>', let me meet my fate, 
Wert thou alone, perhaps, thou still might'st float. 
If I remain, thyself thou cannot save. 
Our double loss would be too great a. stroke, 
'Tvvould send thy mother wretched to her grave. 

" O Henry ! bind my scarf upon mine eyes, 
Th(*n let me go, nor thou the loss deplore, 
Sbouldst thou be sav'd, and I should ever rise. 
Or this poor form be coat upon the shore, 

see it at thy village church interred, 

1 know thou wilt bedew it with a tear, 

Aiid when ptxtr mother shall my fei\ft \i%?i^\vfeM^> 
TeU berl Wtvw'd her, whilst I lingWdYiWC.'^ 
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Henry Unds kmtejy to Roea. 



" intake this icaxf^ and bind thee to one end. 

But I myielf am bound unto theother. 

Should we be found, they'll aee I was thy fifend, 

Or, some, perhaps, may talce me for thy brother; 

But I will never part with thee alive, 

I'll cling to thee in agonies of death, 

'Tis vain against these cruel waves to strive, 

'Tis Heav'n's will that we should yield our breathe" 

Tiie deck is ripp'd, the plank it floats away. 
The stern, where Henry clung, grows less and less. 
The gale increases with the coming day, 
Each awful wave, now adds to their distress. 
It breaks upon them, tells them death is near, 
They've slender hold, no longer can it save. 
She kiss'd her Henry, shed a silent tear, 
They sunk together in the ocean's wave. 

Rage now, thou tempest ! thou must ring their knel 
Thy whitening surge must weave the lovers' shroud ! 
The boisterous wind, thy messenger, must tell 
A douting parent of her children proud. 
Where he the objects of her heart's fond treasure^ 
What wat'ry cavern in thy dread abyss, 
Tbou stor'd, with all Vbal gave \kei \\fe ^\<i^v«e^ 
Thou buried all that filVd ^et YiewV v; v>ii\i\vg&. 
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TkeBodie9wath?dtip. 



*^o \xj^ tjuit got tbe mast, they reach'd the ihore, 
'^^^ they alone, lunrifM to teU the talel 
^'^^ heard their ftory but did much deplore, 



cjuickly boats were manii'd with swelling sail, 
^^ *twas too kte, they nothing found but wreck, 
^tiiat was floating, — sport of ocean's wave ! 
^^Atter'd hen-coop, or a splinter'd deck : 
^ lives are gone that they went out to save. 





news fillM Liverpool with sore dismay ! 
heard the tale but could ailbrd a tear ; 
\ Chesliire shore was sought that woful day ! 
t shore which oft has prov'd the sailor's bier ! 
sought in vain, — no corses there were found ; 
were some yards, and spars, and rigging seen, 
'^id other artkdes were wash'd aground, 
^t spoke too plain, a dreadful wreck bad bcen« 



ras near mid-day, and not a corse was found ; 

*Twas thought the ocean claim *d them as her prey ! 
*llie wind and current bore them in their round. 
And seven of twelve, were found in BooUe Bay ; 

Poor Henry ! of the number, be was une ; 

A female, too, scarce dead to beauty's charms : 

Twas Rosa .' and the scarf it still was o\\, 
AndMbe was dasped tight in Heur^^ atm&V 

L 



WW""""" ' 
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Arrival ^ the Bodies mi fFeodbine Cottage, 



-* 'tbiok I never past lo poor a night — 
'^^^wd the wind at times, 'twas very load ; 



4- 






eep came on^ I started still willi fright, 
at the door I thought there was a crowd, 
name was often callM, I Icnew the voice, 

MM to answer it, but had not power ; 
Tather have sat up if I'd my choice — 
not^sonndly sleep, Pm sure one hour.'' 

^ breakfast sided, daily work begun ; 
e dinner past, 'twas not a cheerful meal ; 
four o'ciock,~(that scene I'd gladly shun, 
s woful news wotdd melt a heart of steel) 
messengers who'd hasten'd on before, 
^ kindness urg'd, to soften what approach'd, 
iOi heartfelt sorrow did their loss deplore, 
^^liOst Alk» still with ffilsehood, them reproach'd. 

^^^ut, ah! too soon their message was confirm'd, 
^*he hearse arrives, and now is at the door ; 
*l*he neighbours, who the dreadful news had leam'd, 
^ith tears of sympathy, they now come to her. 
They've wash'd and laid them out in decent form ; 
Upon that bridal bed so late prepared, 
Now skle by skle they wait that oomiivg moin, 
IF2i0ii/c»y'f made perfect" wlthVYieUeitf^^ 



// 
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Saify mmmu mter iMe Btdiet, 

Poor SttUy now imistf to see her bojr f 
They uige delay, but otn no more prevail ; 

mournful sight! 'tii death to youthful joy. 
To hear a mother tell her mournful tale ! 

She kiss'd them both, the waahM them with her te 
She talkM to them as if they stiU did Uve ! 
She askM them questions, told them of her fean : 
The answer they refus'd, herself would give. 

<< Those eyes are dos'd that sparklM so on me, 
I'll kiss them dead, I've oflen kiss'd tbem living! 
That wound I've dress'd, — how plain it is to see 
Tiiose lips are cold, that joy was always giving ! 
And here's sweet Rosa, smiling at thy side ! 
She's beautifivi in death I — O woful day! 

1 fear'd she would not live to be thy bride ; 
I told thee, Rosa, as thou went away. 

" And here's the mole upon thy lovely cheek : 
Tbou'lt never strike the harp again, for me ; 
Thy loss I'll not feel long, this heart will break. 
And then I'll join my Henry and thee! 
Thou smiles upon me still, as if thou felt 
Thy mother's kisses on thy cold, cold brow ; 
As if thou knew Old SaWy by Wie^ kwelt I 
And kiss'd thee, love, aslYiaxe eioue, «t^ t\rp« .'' 
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Sai^ and Richard's Death, 

^^»^— — ^"^ ' '- " ■■ 

^l^ai approaches now, to bring relief? 

Vet 

'^^Ucei liet torrow have -a, louder tone ? 

^ poor Riduudy thought to ihare her grief ; 



he found he could not bear his own ; 

^^^^r old man, he stood — surveyM the bed ; 
His L^, 

"dooming hopes saw withered in the bud I 

^^M they flowM, but silently were shed ; 
^^^h'd to soothe his partner if he could. 

^ ^^cbard, we are childless, now — forlorn 1 

.^ ^^mrs are left, to weep us to the grave ; 
^ blood that revell'd in this lifeless form, 
^^Id, and now must lie within the gravel** 
^^t Alice now came in ! the grief's renewM ; 
^^^h object that she sees, still brings to mind ; 
'^he room was now, in truth, with tears bestrew'd, 
Xhey wept those dead, — who, living, were so kind. 

Old Sally ne'er was seen to smile again : 
She did not long survive the awful loss, 
And Richard follow'd e'er the moon did wane ! 
They left to Alice all their worldly dross ; 
She's Woodbine Cottage, and she tells this tale — 
With tears of sympathy she moves each heart ! — 
If my poor lyre, those precious drops exhale, 
I'm bleMB'd—rm sati«fi'd~l've p\«>j'd ts\^ ^w^.\ 
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JI'HO and Heiirya To^i. 



One gnve tttttvi thmt lorcn.la tto womb. 
Id lUent ooniet, whne tbc? de^ in paaes I 
Tbe la^ rim iwelli pmudlr o'w tbe tonb t 
Hw Iggsoduf tale doUi now loman. 
For In Iti bmodiea riii a lond; Uid, 
(So nuu Uw tale) but I bam baud It never, 
* At Bviiil midBl^it, fliDsIti long li heard: — 
"UTingorda^-l'mlhbM, I'm thine, btei 
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AH IBBBeV&AB Fb; 



«^^; 



ft^- 



On Skerriet' nide cUffi^ where ocean's roar ^^ ^i 

Had wmck'd a rich Tessel, and dashM on its shoity .. ^ 
Poor Egbert was thrown by the foaming wave *^ ' 

That bad baried bis fellows is^m watery grave ! 

He dung to a spar 

That had borne bim nfiur, 
And bad nooght but his gold treasure sav'd : 

For the wealth that iie bore. 

From Mexico's shore, 
Ht ft« nkniM of the ocean had brav'd \ 



EGBERT THE ROVER, 



Enfeebl'd, beniunb'd, he reclines oo the beacb. 
Till reyoiring waves Uireateii eshausllon to reach, 
WiillEl tlie thuude» Itmd roar, and tlie Bash vivid gleuni, 
And the deluging; lain uii |iour Egbert now alrmniB, 

H« lUll ding] to llfH, 

For llie uke ul' hib v ife, 
And hit swret little Fanny, thai clung In bii kne« ; 

He breathei a Eott pray'r, 

He abandooi despair, 
Say*, " the wealth thai I've E»'d, is eDoiig;h for us thn 

Now (he nnoon's vreping ra; o'er the raliludei Oaoxr 
A glimmniing of hop«, ibo' imprejpiale wilb wo I 
For Egbert desr:ied not nor hovel noi; shed, 
Ti) give wanntb lo bis limbs, or to shellei his bend 

And tiiu winds hollou' iDotm, 

As be wanders alone, 
And despair well nigh seiz'd on bis mind! 

n'hen a cabin be cees. 
Warmly sheller'd wiib liees, — 
".VoB' thank thtie, gteal Goi\— ttiwitH-kiod V 
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EgherPM tpnpaihjf. 



Vow with fdntneas, and cold, his streo^ is o^ertfarown, 
And weloome'fe this shed — ^for tlie cattle a home, 
'Gainst tlie eold piercing blast, and the winter's wild thaw, 
Where they're succoitrM with fodder, and bedded in straw ; 

And against summer's heat, 

Forms a cool retreat, 
When the gad-fly shall stiiig them sore ! 

Now it shelters the brave. 

From a watery grave, 
Poor Egbert, that's wash'd on the shore I 

Poor care-worn wretch, thou art slretcb'd on straw, 
But thy spirit, still tronbl'd by terrors thou saw, 
Forbids thee to slumber, forbids thee to weep, 
For thy poor hapless shipmates, that sunk in tlie deep ! 

Till, nature o'erthrown. 

Quite exhausted is grown, 
And death's counterfeit, lends liim her aid, 

As the moon's bright rays, 

On his cold cheek plays. 
Poor Egbert, in siumbers is laid. 



isfiMwuft nffi torn.. 



.i^aer<n|wi0jr.> 



Who, fflr|Mmirt<^ miih pnin, or Wxtx^ n^th wow: 
HHil^ ghrap the ila? e ^peedovDy ^bids the jick ipaa to U 
.4illii.^brofwi 4tf sttoh jo^s jm ithis worid ne'or cao gii%- 

The sweet oomforti of USe, 

Hit child and his wife, , 

Hedaspsinhisfoiidembnoe; .^ ^ 

J 

Of joys thus seen . 
It is Heav'n to dream — 
See the smile mantle o'er liis ^Kse ! 

Now Cynthia jretiring, and pale with dismay, 
At the horror-fraught night, when the bright god of ( 
Rides up iu the east, with his chariot of gold. 
And makes lovely nature most sweet to behold ; 

A zephyr-like breeze 

Kissed the tenanted trees. 
And the warblers their matins sung loud. 

All was gay, save the shore. 

Strew M with corses o'er. 
In the rock- weed, that served loic ^iiaVc %>m»vA'. 
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Egigfi's disoovery. 



Twaf at thiy time, refreshM by the bonii he bad ilomber'd^ 
Poor Egbert awoke— and his trea«ureii he numbered! 
To hea? en he tbeels, and with heartfelt pnj% 
fbanHa God, that made him his peculiar caie 1 

« No more now I'll brave 

The treacheroos wave. 
Past dangers and sufferings no tongue can tell,, 

Twelve summers are flown. 

Since I left my sweet home ! 
I hope that my Margaret and Fanny are welL'' 

Kow he rose with intent on his journey to hie, 
When his ear was assail'd by a pitiful sigh ! 
He astonish'd, look'd round, when with horror he saw 
A poor ragged girl, on a pallet of straw ! 

She in sleep throbb'd with fear, 

Down her cheek roll'd a tear I 
Egbert, cut to the heart, like a statue he stood I 

She gave a loud scream. 

As she spoke in her dream, 
** Don't beat me-^oat beat me, and I w^'^t ^gM\V^ 



EGBERT THE ROVER. 



Trut Devoltm. 



•• Dun'l bPBt tbce," (ciiei EgbeH) u bis big beart was fuH, 
■' The wrelrb Ibat conid barm lliee, I'd fracture his akuU \ 
I'oor WBPdeivr '. Ihou'rt land-ureck'd, anil ilcstin'd lo roam, 
1 'II not go uilboiit ibee, thou (hall dmre my sweet beinc !'' 

But as lljua be tpBh«, 

ThB poor girl did wake. 
A'ld fear, and terror, lier heart did bd, 

" Kind Jtrangcr, 'tia truth, 

Opftymjj'outb, 
] canK not, t cam* not, believe me, to slenl." 

" O kneel not to man B'ho was form'd from llie clod, 
Rl«e, rise, my poor girl ! kneel only to God, 
Tby weeping fortieBr, ihy terrors diqiel, 
1(1 me, Ibou'st a friend, tby story pray lell: 

Nor donbt but thy case. 

In my n-patber-best fnre 
Finds a friend, wborn tby fortune Ibinki bard; 

Nor think it tby jwrt, 

To less I'liJue my heutt, 
'CarifD it beaU 'uealh nn o\iT»sB'*1P*'\" 
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like GirPs Story. 



The big; tear from her cheek, be wip'd with his vest ! 
But her stgbs> And ^' ^1^> spplce a heart uot at rest. 
Yet in soothiiig, kind Egbert succeeded so well, 
She essay'd now with mildnessy her stoiy to tell : — 

** Poor mother is dead, 

And father is fled. 
From our sweet little cottage, they forc'd me to go. 

The workhouse, they said. 

Would shelter my head — 
But there, for poor me, there was nothing but wo ! 

" I to service was sent, but my mistress was ho id. 
For beatings most cruel, were all my reward ! 
I had scarce a night's rest, I was pinch'd in my meals, 
I was work'd in the house, I was work'd in the fields. 

Till wiih lash and stroke. 

My spirit was broke ; 
I fled, all misfortunes to brave. 

Regardless of storm. 

To bury this form 
In te ocean, my poor father's grave 1 



EGBERT THE ROVER. 



Ughert dUcoiien Ail Dmigkter. 



" 1 was hut yet small, when my fiUber be left n». 
Yet well I remember, In biii arms how he pr^ss'd ni ; 
Poor molLer and me ! — she wept— laid her fears t 
And 1 wns Elill hiilh'd nllh their parting lean I 

I Utile then thoui^ht 

Life will] sorraw so fraught, 
Ai mj poor father plough'd lie oceoa's rude wave I 

We could ne'er from bim bear, 

He is drowned, I feai, 
And poor mother Uei peaceful and cold in her grsi« t> 

" Gi«Bt God '." be eii:hiiD'd, " what's th; Dame 7 pt 

teli; 
For thy sorrows, I fear, are to me known too welt ! 
Thy mother '. O tell me 1 she from Ulverston cans : 
O say, I implore tbee I — was Ma^aret ber nune 1" 

'• Sbe was Margaret call'd. 

By young and by old. 
And all through the ilUage, did love ber 1 

I, by neighbours and mammy, 

Was call'd, ' Ul.l\«.?ii.nii5 '* 

Mjr hther, • Bntva Egbert, tt» B»wV » 
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Her leattt letUir'il, uid iheix Mirrow» futgot, 

Tbej repHJr'il lo the village, wheie «UkxI Ijheir nt««t Ml : 

Ho Isys out lUt treasure, — he knows no scant 

la purcbuliig dulhiDg, EUch as Ihej «uit, 

Ajid hi> Funuc, I ween,' 

la diesi'd like a queen, 

Xad ber lather takes priile thus to show her ; 

Who would late at her ncer, 

' Thej DOW come to na her, 

And are pmud aai most happj lo Icnow her. 

Brave Egbert, who it laid up in moorings, for lifa. 
Now jajs o'er his daughter, bow weepi o'er his wtGi, 
Soioaks bis pipe, drinks hii ale — old battles fights o'er i 
By the rich he's respected — belOT'd b; the poor I 

And his Funo}', she ololmi 

The attention of cwalns. 
Who from all quarters come, bj her km to be ctown'd ; 

But she's plighted her faith. 

To honeil young Ralph, 
He waa all Uiut could smile, 'nlwii sIibrl govarty bowofi. 



SNOWDON & ROSABELL; 
9n Xrr«sttlav ^tm. 



SNOWDON & ROJBABELL: 

Agt faKffmLAVL POBBI. 

xWAS May's sweet morn^ the 9MQ did $hiiie> 

The lark JW.)eft jjts dewy neft^ 
$<N|iiflg in jBsitux — 9ui|g divine^ 
Witien Sjaowdon left )ik bed of lest, 
JU)d,Iea¥lAg LiFerpool's detested iceiief » Uh»' j^-^ 
To Evertoo, — sweet heavenly seat ! be tef)|L]|^.way. 

The staWy iiNuisioBs jileasVd his jfye, 
The scented hlps«>in6 i^il'd the «ir> 
But still he hfiavM tlie lonely sigh : 
A sigh «o breast hntone could share ! 
And file wfiM juried in the liracldess ooe^ d*^ •' 
And Smowdtm mM is doom'd to tiunki^ BAse, ^sA'wtR^* 



lOf SNOWDON AND ROftABfiLL. 



StmBdm^M SU i kfUjf, 



Her portnit from fall bofom drow^ 

Thoie fefttuRi known to Um lu weO, 
Blade lofer's teen to flow anew. 
As ftfll he caUM OB Roiabdl ; 
And holding convene wi^ tUs mimic woik of art, 
ReneWd the donnant Mnow of fais fond, Iho' brokennieartl 

'< And are those eyes, those sparkling^ms, 

Now cold in death, — for ever dos'd ! 
That lovely smile my gprief condemns, 
And says, ' heav'n's will, don't thou oppose.' 
Those lovely ruhy lips, which falsehood never stain'd. 
Those dimpled modest cheelcs, that blushM when love was 
nam'd ! 

" That snowj' neck this arm has pillow'd, 

That lovely bosom, void of guile, 
In ocean's gulph is now embillow'd, 
No joy shall Snowdon's grief beguile ! 
But woods and echoing rocks, in plaintive note shall teH, 
^ That Snowdon wept, and moMiitt'^, iaA^\%^\a\'^**«Sa^^V 
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Snowdon*8 SoUloqui/, 



«< PU seek some lonely dreary shade — 

The ozier-ground shall be my bed. 
Till falling leaves my shroud has made ! 
They'll cover sweetly when I'm dead ! 
The mournful stock-dove's note, in plaintive dirge shall tell ! 
And angels catch my fleeting soul, and bear't to Rosabeil ! 

** And there, in blessM celestial joys, 

Reliev'd from wo, and earthly pain. 
No parents' harsh, our love destroys. 

There, there, sweet Rose, thou'rt mine again ! 
Eztatic, heav'n-folt bliss ! what forms, what words can tell. 
My soul now springs, on serial wings, and soars to Rosabeil.'* 

Jplnraptur'd thus, with youth's past joys. 

By love's young dreams thus led away, 
His long-lost path to gain, he tries. 
For S(d was mounting high in day ; 
And now to rest his Mnreakless form, and ease his weary feet» 
He mends his pace, he winds the dale, but no such place can 
neeU 



ENOWDON AND R03ABELL. 



Snaaha gaini tAe Ctttagr, 



Wbere wild floft'rs nwee', illtl Ueids, Bilorn, 
And boshfii! rtresnK, by biiar entonih'il, 
Wufb'd vBlUeBBll'J witbilpeiiiQg ram, 
Tbe lau^Qg meads, Ilie bidl blue hiilt, in pen^ve ililll 

trom noiae and rtrlfe, nnd Ills of UTe, IM5, stranger, li 

At tengtli, a welcome cot be meets : — 
Warm sliellcrtiig from Uie winter's blast, 

And wbat protects it, forma ttie sweela. 
Sweets tbHt mnhe euminer's jojs I0 last I 
Labornum, woodbine, chesuut, all, their fragrant »« 

To deck with Sower, tliis loiely bower, utd waimlh 1 
winter's cnme. 

The gate of twisted oaken bougha, 

A cooling barbour, priiit bound. 
The porch wh«re lovely sweet briar grows, 

And walls wbere Ivy clings around ; 
Attractive beauties, sucti a& these, to Snowdou'i huu 

So pauiag iweet seem'd »Wa vlm^t '^^ ^a™** 'o«^ 



^OWWm AND ROfiABELL. lOj; 



Snowdam enterM the Coi. 



pproachiog up the rosy path, 
The latch he raisM, the door posh'd bj, 
'^ Toice witbiiiy which kindness bath. 
Cried, " enter, stranger, don't be shy, 
^^ oottage never dos'd its dbof on sorrow or distress, 
^pe it neither now receives, tho' none can tell from dress. 



** I am old you see, my day's gone by, 

I scarce can hobble to my door ! 
I've lost my teeth — I've lost one eye. 
Yet God, you see, regards the poor ! 
A.nd here I sit, tbo' now half blind, with rapture read his 

word: 
^ bless each day, I sing, I prey, I'm happier than a lord ! " 

'^ O honor'd sire, 'tis not the young, 

Kor yet the gay, the proud or great, 
To talce it at thehr father's tongue. 
And hehr it, as they do their 'state, 
Happiness from virtue springs, — 'tis there, and there alone, 
She oftener dweUi bi cots, or cells, than lords it on the throne." 

o 



lOWDON ANO ftOS.UMUrt" 



Soma lurking boitow fiUs yout breast! 
At least I'll easB jour weaty feel. 
If I inipurLiia oUierrest; 
id be not iu(i;ic»t'l aC rqiKseMGb, or 9:Hti>n'c doleful tolr, 
will ease your gfiel, 'twill give relief,— lu cnif, perhnpi 



" But wi'U you some nsAwsbmeoC Coke F 

Is want or poverty, your tot ? 
I '11 gladly olTer cbeese and cake, 
Vi'Hb ole Ibat's brew 'li beoeatb our cot; 
Tbu iavely fuir Uial mnhes Ibis cot so bappy, tee, and gay. 
Is absent now, on boly vow, 
Wllh priests to slug and pray J" 

" Kind father, ram. not In neat 

Of eattbly gifts, or weajth in «tor«, 
But joy, orhlUs, or love, indeed, 
I'll never, never, taste them more! 
Tbere is n n'onii witb canlwring (oolb, that on my vital prq'c, 
It saps tbe core, it revels o'er 
My strength and youMul 4ai&." 



EOBtflt 1^ R6^R. iilhr 

- — ■ ■*,♦ .-■»-• 

The OM^^'^UA^ him. 

** lAj worn, t^r^'iWbiify^wiiiten «(^, 

I'to trnlcuy tnuslsiuirBy Ixyrey . 
Vie stood the thotjl i^et^ ifeafh bfts b^ffn, 

And £M!'d the IWt^Dg thimon^ roar : 
Yet #n T^ienr'd lor DMCifr d)^/ Hie calms of ftfe to ttistb. 
With pension small, my little hall 
AboTe keen waint Is 1>Uic*d. 

** Five smnmers now have shed their Woom, 

Since my old partner left this earth ! 
None did I think could fill her room, 

Nor joys for me could e'er ha^e bhth ! 
Bot Providence to man is kind, and marks his erring ways, 
And did prepare an angel fiur, 
To soothe my latter days. 

" Yet she in sorrow found this oof, 
And bore an itifant in her arms I 
From pity's voice she kept aloof. 
And none would hear, that prais'd her charms, 
But time has something sooth'd her grief, her infant boy now 
talks, 
Wiih artletB prattle, with toy wad nU\e> 
He cbamtM her pensiye walks. 



Mf SMfOWl>Oli;Aii^ll0AA»£UU 

<< B«l whece iriie'f ftom, or wio iIm ii^. 

Or when, or whence, lier Inoone floiriy 
None here bat lather AmaXblB, 
Her ceiifesior--he only kms/wn, 
Forihe the Roman Chtp||| punoesy oadhettTenwi 
I'm ture. 
She nerer fails to giTO her meann^ 
Whene'er distren oomes to her. 

*' Yon room, that holds her pedal harp, 

With choicest books, and pictur'd saints, 
And bed-room o'er — that forms her part, 
In which she lives, nor makes complaints, 
Her grace and beauty's known to all, but none shall c 
name, 
The poor's ne'er left, of hope bereft. 
Since 'neath this roof slie cume," . 

Whilst thus his faithful tale relating, 
Not minding what the stranger felt. 

Poor Snowdoii's eyes, at its relating, 
Sufifus'd with giiei, in \jeats dJA m^\\ 



EPISODE. IM 



Sbwwkmmueh affected* 

ag^ friend^'' he cried, *' foiiieary foibear, whilit I 

unfold, 
I'er yet I go, my tale of wo ! 
^^Thicfa ne'er to man was told ! 
'^ ^-mle of WO; will strongly prove, religion was my ruin, 
*Twa8 sects that haye their different faith, 
'Which led to my undoing \** 



EPISODE. 

*' My mom of life was gay and brigtit. 

As summer sun's unclouded rays, 
I little thought that clouds of night, 

Could dim the lustre of my days ! 
No cheerful lark that hails the dawn. 

Whilst fluttering high on dewy wing, 
Could more delight to hail the morn, — 

Could more enjoy the sweets of spring ! 
O'er wood and brake, o'er murmuring stream. 

O'er flowery dales I gaily rov'd, 
J tipped each flower, where sweck\s ^\^ \a«A) 

Tm *twa» my iate to meet fv'Wh \QiN«k\ 



I 



Sweet flow'r! Ihul blDom'd In human funn, 

WtioEC cbums tlie bluEhiog rose might kat, 
Whose eyes might Venus' self ndorit, 

^'huaP bosum swsll'd willj charms most ieai, 
Tbul nmn, lui^etrul sf hu fate, 

Cuiild unt> lock I.o uiufe the iigb, 
Ko juj liul her, be tbtiud too lata, 

To loie ber, wo* to droop and tUa ; 
But mine U was the h»ppy lot. 

To gnln (bis blushing, lovel)- flow'r, 
Beneath tlie hoWi, in lonely E|)ot, 

She uwn 'd her beail was in my pow't ; 
I dasp'd her in my trembling anna, 

I press'ii ber to my throbbing breast, 
I gaz'd with rapture on her charms, 

I vow'd sbe'd given me endless rest, 
I klss'd the txan that gemm'd her eye, 

Whilst thus she spoke with aecent sweet — 
' That I am thine, ye Pow'rs on high I 

Or celestial joys ne'er let me meet ! 
No bend but Ibine this breast sliell pillow, 

Tliii rijig a! gold sbuU bind the vow, 
When Ihou'rt no mote l'\i wew *« -nWto*, 
Dear Snovrdon, 1 am Mne tiova w™ \' 
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Sncwdm?* Story, 



Tbe p^n^i^e mooo, with silvei beasiy 

Did seem to bljow 1^9 nuptial hour. 

With joy, the twinging stars did seem 

To crown the unioa of tbe bow'r ; 
Sweet Pfationel, her loFe-stiBiD siing, 

The ^lax^ng brook ran at our feet, 
Tbe echoing woods with rapture ruiig, 

And seem'd t' enjoy our loves so sv^^eet ; 
Twas here, at stated times, we met 

In secret bow'r, our loves to tell, 
And nothing knew we of legret. 

Till morning ui^gM the word — ' Farewell!' 
'Twas then our melting hearts were torn. 

Those words still falterM on her tongue. 
Her streaming eyes, like dews of morn. 

Whilst still she on my bosom hung. 
And yet, and yet, had more to say, 

And still some love-strain left untold. 
Till blushing mom would chide delay, 

Threatening our secret loves t' unfold. 



n 



"'■TwNS Ibiu lueet lummer montlis bad put. 

Anil iiiituinu yjeldetl <>ii b«c store ! 
Tbe yroiiiii^'d houi lo meel, vrns put. 

And 1 her absence dlU deplore ; 
The niglit giew darkj tbe lempprt ng'd. 

The weeping moon withdrew ber ligbt. 
My treiiiUliig heart «ilh fear [itetng'd 

To our saeel Iove», tome earlj blight. 
The bolluw uiiiiJ, with disiml moan, 

Tbe loDel; tplrit of tbe wood. 
Did pierce tbe lockc, with echoing groan f 

The river roor'd with frantic flood, 
Tbe caitle bell, nith drifting sound, 

Prodolni'd [light's solemn noon oniv'd, 
With pTief I cast my eyes srannd. 

No cheering sight my soul leviv'd ; 
At length I faiatly heard a scream, 

I fenr'd— yet bop'd my love was nigh ; 
1 listen'd !-bnt 'twos all a dream. 

Or woods tbat brentb'd a lonely sigb ; 
Poor houseless traveller, I snid. 

That fanitly climbs tbe moiintBia steep. 
And calls lo vain [oi human liii, 
TIU cold, and mmib, ^ »»*^ ™ **^' 
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Snoufdon*s Fears, 



A deep that ends bis earthly wo. 
His wife and children thus forsakes, 

A sleep, in which we all must go. 
From which, poor wretch ! he never wakes I 

*' Again, a rustling noise I heard I 

The ygfat'ning lent a friendly gleam ! 
I saw, distinct, I saw, and fear'd 

Her angel form had caught the beam ! 
I sprung to catch her in my arms. 

And press her to my bosom true, 
And shield ber from all future harms, 

She knew this, and she felt it too — 
But, oh ! the sorrow of that night 1 

To find my Rosabell so pale ! 
Her nerves unstrung by strange affright, 

Still she did weep, and thus bewail : — 
' Snowdon, my love ! I am thy ruin ! 

My cruel father's doomM thy fate ! 
Thy love for me is thy undoing — 

Fly I fly ! my love, ere 'tis too late I 
Thy father's not of catholic blood, 
Thou know'st my slubbora fatber'ii way, 

p 




TTUfJiarl. 

II thia wood, 

But I'll nut leave tbne uiijiroteL'tfld, 

Whilst thou'rt expos'd, we'U never pvt, 
Sn tbou'rt by muideren' a 

TheyU iheslli theU d^gm in ItaU bewtl 
Tbou knoir>it tliau^ miDer Ibofi'rt nlpe for everl 

In hea*>n, oar tendn lom bad birtlt, 
Utbou art barm'd, I'm lost hi erar, 

Tbou'Tt all mjr jo;, lore, on thii earth !' 

" I tried in vain to sooUi her fears. 

And lake ber lo ber father'a hall. 
But still Ebe bath'd me vrith ber tears. 

And said—' Together let us fell.' 
Sbe aaw mi^ safe, and then we parted ; 

But at that parllng, what wonlscan tell; 
'Twoiild grieve, 'tiould melt tbe stoutest hearted, 

To see me part with RosubeU ! 
To see iief lovely arms a clinging. 

Round ihehearttbat lov'd her well, 
To see hei part, and still returning. 

Once more lalou «lBal[aieveU\ 



EPISODE. 116 



Thtypmt, 



X thought my heart could ne'er survive it, 

I look'd, she like ah angel seem'd; 
Ko blissy no joy, could e'er revise it, 

Tiie breast is cold where once it beamM ; 
To Indian climes I took my way, 

To ease my grief, to lull my woesy 
Hoping to see some happier day. 

When I might Uve V ei\)oy my Rose. 

But fiite soon checkM tliis sanguine joy, 

In passage o'er the wave, 
She gave birth to a little boy — 

Both met a watery grave : 
For we, in secret were united 

By priest, who darM not name. 
His hopes, for ever, had been blighted. 

Had he confessed the same. 

** But now I feel life ebb apace. 

My race is nearly run, 
I soon shall gain my resting place, 

And join my wife and son ; 
I've talk'd too long — my eyes ore dim — 
OGodl (hou'ltcaUmeiMyw\— 



I- Eiiend, this cose, Uiere'i that within, 

WUl serre thee here belotF ; 
Thi« portmit, niub'i) with lorer's lean, 

O nerer let us part. 
When J .mi dend— O ease luj Sean, 
• Pnj, i>lBce It iiesl mj henrt ' 
Aod Ivy me 'neatli the v-ee|iii% willow, 

I«t 1117 stone Ihts 6lory lell. 
Hen Snondun sleeps oil enrlh's cold pillow-. 



1 



Who UiM and died lot HosBbeU!" 

These words he spoke, while strength deeliniug. 
The colter's heart wos fiU'd with grief. 

He on tiiB sofa luy reclining, 
Bui uoiie was there to give reUef. 

The door now opM, the lady enler'd, 
Whom sweet devotion led from home. 

The cottager seent'd now mntenled— 



"Thank God," he cried, ' 






I've felt the b^illle rage about me, 
I've Bfrode o'er corses drench 'd in gore, 

But never Ull this Snowdun found me, 
fell 1 grief like 'AiisVietote." 



EPISODE. H7 



They meet and Die, 










At that lov'd name she flew to greet him, 

Bat, who can paint her mind disti 
In death's cold grasp thus soon to mee 

Her portrait prening to his breast. — ' ^ 
** Snowdon, my love, 'tis me that calls I 

'Tis Rosabell that bathes thy brow, 
Her streaming eyes that on thee fialls. 

Oh ! wake my love, and bless me now ! 
Look not so pale, my Snowdon dear, 

But ope those eyes that beam'd like day — 
They're sealM ! they're seal'd in death, I fear I 

And life is ebbing fast away ! 
Whilst thus she mourn M, his eyes were rais'd 

As if to take a last farewell, 
They fix*d on hers with ardent gaze. 

He, dying, smil'd on Rosabell ! 

She tried for words, but could not speak, 

Grief, grief, did so her bosom swell. 
She kiss'd his cold and pallid cheek. 

And bid the world a last farewell ! 

No enrthlj- power their hearts could sevw, 
yyjUi beaw'n they're blessM, «L\id\>U%%'^ iw c^«t\ 



■NPi kr dl tka.flanali]' fcrierU r 
lo*i wnaMbe' wU^ flofs^ com 
iTC, whsm ilaep Itew baplo* lom*, 
1^. -jba liiataM tbtilKnnfiill.w«U, 
When SooodMirfe^ villi RonbeU '. 



TO MY MARE GIP. 
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TO MY MARE GIP. 



■sy-* 



XlS not that horse by Homer sung^ 

Which from the streaming blood had sprung. 
That blood which Perseus caus'd to flow — 
Mednsu's head received the blow, 
The purple stream from earth it ^riogs, 
And soars aloft — a horse with wings — 
'Tis namM, or nick- nam 'd Pegasus^ 
And gallops through the brain of us^ 
That claims alliance with the Muses, 
Who, oft, alas ! their aid refuses ! 
Then restive Pegasus gets master, 
TbepoeVM dabh'd-^*^ The poetastet.^^ 

Q 



. •' 



lit TO OIP. 

Nor liHflMt hone (ttiat't told to as) 
Th* AHieniaiMi otUM BQcqphalnsy 
Wbidi Aleauidv lode and hod, 
TiU pride and gloiy drove him mad ! 

Nor yet that lean and high-hoo'd beast 
By QnizottB rode— though hist, not least 
Of knight-errants, who foogfat and bled ! 
For lorely woman twas he shed 
That Tital stream— 4ill grown scanty, 
Left him as lean as Rosinante. 
I love the objects that be fought for, 
And nought's so worthy to be sought for : 
But still his plan seems heterogeneal, 
My own to me, seems more congeniul. 
To love the darlings take their part. 
But still at home to keep your heart, 
Tbis observation's only carry'd, 
To those, who, like myself, are many M. 

There is a horse, (I'd near forgot) 
That carrj'd Syntax — 'twas his lot, 
£ie that adventurer made a stir. 
To carry Brass, the Tiumpelet. 



TO GIP. IM 



Gip*s. HUtory. 



<i 



fiiut that is not the horse I mean 
To make the subject of this theme, 
.And lest you thinic I act un£ur, 
lify hanei I'll tell you, is a mare ! 
Jknd as she's gray, you'll say, of course, 

The gray mare is the hetter horse," 
When you shall hear this story's sequel. 
For my eyes never saw her equal. 
She's Gipsy call'd, (although of late. 
We're oft oblig'd t' abbreviate,) 
And if the tongue don't make a slip, 
She gets no more of name^ than — GIP. 



A milkman call'd her his ere while. 
He kept I^r in the roughest style ; 
She never fail'd to do his bidding, 
At night, she slept upon his midding : 
A curry-comb, or whisp of straw. 
Her speckl'd carcase never saw : 
The only good be did for thee. 
Was when he sold thee nnto me. 
Thou well deserv'st the home thou'st got, 
For thine was sure a bitter lot. 



To wrve a mm uho worh'O tbe« hud, 
Wbo nelUwr whip, or whi[i-ronl ^sr'd, 
Aai vhea, alu ! thou <ll.lit Iby b«M, 
No bod wBi Ihloe, nor pru|ifr rect. 

Come, prick Ibj eiira, and lasli lb; UU :- 
U tbli, Uif home, utiould ever bll, 
Tbf lot may be to sent tigvlii, 
Soma more of HlDtj-nBtiir'd m«n : 
Bui whilst 1 live, 'lis my bchist. 
That tbou sbouMst itay al Throstle-Netl. 
The brick lliat forms my breweij wall, 
Tbe slabte Uiat conlaitii thy slail. 
The mortar, tlate, Hnd timber, too, 
It wai thyself alone, that drew. 
Then luivly it were bard. If tbou, 
Sbouldst liave to seek a master now. 
Thoa nerersbiU whilst I'm alive! 
It It's reseni'd for me to thrive. 
Whilst I've ii house or home to share, 
Tbou ne'N shall wnut a stall, my mare! 
Corns, prick ttaj eaia, and lash thy tail, 
Thli home, ! tnut, «U1 nsTer fall. 



1 



TO GIP. 126 



Gif9 TmU 



Thou'st all the tail that nature gave, 
And thou sbalt wear it to the grave, 
'Tis cruel man that cuts the rump, 
And leaves the beast a nine-inch stump ; 
If I'd my will, and nature's shears. 
He'd walk abroad without his ears ! 
Presumptuous fool ! and worse than Turk, 
Who thinks he'll mend great nature's work. 
Disgraces manhood to the grave — 
He takes, what e'en the Turk would leave. 

Short'ning rumps was first invented 
By fiarriers, who, not contented 
With curing evils incidental ; 
To make these sores are instrumental. 
In Older to enhance their bills. 
By searing-iron, knife, and pills ; 
They've never had one inch of thine, 
Nor any other horse of mine, 
Nor ever shall, whilst I am able 
To rear a colt within my stable : 
Though some, I do r^^et tu say, 
Past through my hands, bred far away, 



r 



IlVjtl) HMM mapi luU Ihan ShantcM 'a Me^, 
■mitn past llie " Kv}->taiw o' IIib brlj," 
I .When " Cullj' Sntk," Ihot Illgtlaml sltumii, 



I'va heard a foi, (they're cunning devils) 
Ttuit bad befalfn tbe woril of eiiU : 
He vgg enliapp'd, did niiich bewHJI, 
And paid a ransom wllh tils tail '. 
.He careless, methlsoMacquolnlance, 
Said, " A lali was quite a nuisance, 
In town he'll been, and all tiie fafbion 
Was ttampi, and tails vere out of fasliion." 
But RejnHrd met willi scorn and Iniigbler, 
And never herded with them after. . 

And horses, were It left io tbem, 
(Instead of Imives, mid cruel men,) 



1 



TO GIP. 127 

Renmrks on Tails, 

^l.d wear their toils, as nature gave them, 
Itick the hounds that dar'd to shave them ; 

^fs, lash thy tail, and set thy head, 

^ch a humble bard gets read, 

^« who now thy praise indites, 

^Xi wilt be known, when he who writes 

^oulderM into dust again, 

^^ht left of what now guides the pen, 

^^n all those steeds by poets fam'd, 

t.«h far exceed all 1 have nam'd, 

>^ dwell upon the classic's lip, 

'^aps heUl find a place for Gip, 

t^umble steed that fillM a dray 
bis, who wrote this humbler lay. 

lou'st shafted many a load of malt^ 

nd never yet was seen at fault : 

»r when the word to thee was given, . 

he load must come, or stones were riven 

X)m out the rooted pavement strong ; 

v« seen thy belly stretch 'd along 

he causeway^ blazing still the while> — 

hou never flinch'dst, though 'twere a mUe. 



AdJ tbcHigh 9i> well thou draw'gt my idbII, 
Tbou knou'tt, uld Glj), tbou baft a fault. 
Tbe oUier dny, Uiou luk ibe nxid, 
C(uileni|iluous of s ligbtub loud, 
A horse that rravell'd on before, 
Too t\av Tor thf e, whicb msAe Ihee nm,^ 
Tbou boltfxi bv. upon the gallt^, 
Wblcli uiade toy empty binvls B; up ; 
The Dobe tbou madest, Iwhs plulD to MB, 



I 






And in 



re bolh di 



fl^lfd; 



Twu fair tbut thou ehouldst pn; Ihy part, 
Tlion ihoidilst pny both, witb nil my heart, 
.ir thou hiulit moDPy of tb; own. 
For be no galloping bad shown, 
Ilut quietly pursued his way, 

H'ulk'd Ibe summer's day, 
got thou fcr giillo|iing nes willing, 

nl him Hn'd Tull fiAeen Bbilling ; 




TO 6IP. IM 

Remark* an Backers, 

reproach with other matter, , 
I'rt not esteem'd so good a backer, 
I'lt forward pull, as I have told, 
addDg thou art rather cold, 
that's a fiBiult, Gip, now-a-days, — 
:en are useful many ways ! 
prize-fighters are little thought, 
86 they're back'd, and science-taught,^-* 
're " Fancy" callM, in prose and rhyme, 
y he so,-^they're none of mine. 

I two or three months bills get out, 
'n on whom ? — ^you ask about 
ccepter, drawer, have their station, 
are rogues, in coalition ; 
!nd out one I he's call'd Delirious ; 
)ther's worse, — ^he's Fadnereous ; 
low for backers that you look ! 
ey stand good, the bill is took, 
backers, Gip, have now no equal, 
will prove thee, in the sequeL 
ious never meets the bill, 
Facinereous never will ; 
luent course it now must take, 
icb endorser now does quake *. 



iw Tdi«ir. 



Par tf a pent be liti psM ky, 
Theguneiiap! — ^«H«gr«|«! 



To leek the drawer, or liit( 
He nigfat as well leek tg/kt i 
The aooount from off hie book 
Aad with the UU nMQr U|^ Ui 
FHy, that trade dmii he ttmcM^, 
Twai only fit ibr that «t int 1 
O ! that men, in this enporiwn. 
Would use such bills, to light stramonium, 
And smoke it in their cheerfid pipes, 
And bang the rogues that fly such kites ; 
Old Gip, thou'st not this sin to answer. 
Though in thy day thou'st been a prancer ; 
Thou'st drawn my barrels, full and empty, 
Thou'st drawn me hops and mult in plenty ; 
Tbous't drawn what drowns the poor man's ills, 
But none can say, thou drew bad bills. 

Thy driver, in his cups, one m'ght, 
W«i bragging of thy pow'r and might, 
Ji euiious wag, not wanting sense, 
ijj a thou could'st na\. draw au V\ji«tfew»^** 



TO 6iP. 131 



Rf/Ltatitmidm Gip* 



"^is imputation lous'd h&i Ueod^ 
^ejump'd, and 8w«s» •lit-iic^ty thaii«Mid^ 
^e'd risk his wagei^ that thoo'd wso, 
If th' inferenoi» WMft^ 'hore four torn 

We told thy fiuilts — tby^virtues^ too ! 
And as no price wiD part ns two : 
If I should live to see thee dead^^ 
Witliin my land thou'st lay thy bead — 
The hungry dog may stand aloof ; 
Thy flesh shall never feel his tooth. 
Thy mottl'd hide shall ne'er be stripp'd^ 
Otf may I through the world be whipp'd : 
Nor from thy hoof the blacksmith pilfer 
One nail^ or shoe, although 'twere silver, 
But shoes and hide shall with thee lay, 
And some few tears will wet thy clay. 
For thou'rt a favorite with my wife. 
And (those, who, dear to me as life) 
My prattlers— see them round thee skip. 
And clap thy sides, and call thee Gip, 
And though with lusty load thou'rt tir'd. 
Thou seem'st ^uite pleasM to be admir'd. 



Thoughtt on SeparatiM. 

And if tbe mnid neglect bertniit, 
For Gip, the rogues will steal a crust ; 
And should they round tby a,ra.ie assemble, 
Tlieir leora will flow, they'll not dissemble, 
Their little hearts will swell with sonow, 
Tbej'U siiy, "we'st bnvp iio Gip, lo-morrow 
Shmdd I, berate tbee, Gip, be call'd, 
Thou*lt follow me, and be empall'd. 
And IT iny wardrobe, boots don't lack, 
Tboii'lt beur them ^lung arrcis^ thj buck I 
Peihnpt Ibou'lt feel thou know'st rny end, 
Perhapi thou'll feel tbou'sl lost a friend. 
But should tbingi prosper well at home, j 
To find a. friend thou need'st not re 
My «m stUI liyes— the lad'a my on 






THE BARD'S PLAINT. 
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THE BARD'S PLAINT. 

^*M tbe exile of hope and of home, 
^'tin a stranger to all that is dear, 
-^ langn^iish for days that may oome, 
-^^as ! will they never a{>pear! 
^O menial that eats of my bread, 
^ut is happy, far happier than I, 

1*he pillow that's prest by this head. 

Absorbs what will flow from the eye. 

M'hen I vi^it the bower* I love, 
My babes, as they stretch out their arms, 
Witli smiles, their affection to prove. 
Reproach me, for leaving such charms ! 
Ah ! little they know what I feel, 
- When I kiss them, and bid them ' good bye,' 
And out of their presence I steal, 
Lett tbe iear-drop should ftow from lbe\t e^«. 

• Throstte Ne«t, 



IN THE PLAINT. 




40m™- 




When Ibej mus mt, und ray oat Iheir dole. 




Con s btber's foni bosom wilhdsjid 7 








And witb Iron t am quick); unmait'd 1 




Ii it wiw (o return god to aoolbe ? 


fl 


All ! 110 : 'IwiU but add to tiu^ir gilef! 


■ 


Freih lea» i'n their eyes wiil but |>rove 


■ 


Tit my presence alone gives relief. 


■ 


Th>n why ebould 1 add to dialreo, 


fl 


By reijcaliug their smrrowa egnin? 





1 had Iclt Ititm Uie ha|ipies1 of men ; 
But tbeir cries still remain on my mind. 
And their tear-drops arc frose ut my heart. 
It reproaches e lather uiiklod, 
Prom such Innocent lots (has to paiL 

I'm a Blrnnger to them aijd n>y love, 
I am strange to the bow'r I haie made, 
E'en my doj? «ill fldpllly prove. 
By growlizig, iind batk at my shade ! 
Ab! whEn will tliose moments arrive, 
That will make the sweet bower my lionie ? 
To atlBia that dear objecl \ sttvi?.. 
Yet I /ear that it ne\er w\U come '- 



TmrKAum m 



\BLjs hove botbliliiMiHiiM, a«d;MociiPd», 
;ter'd their teMW in flto^iiiiAt' 
igranoe the deMrt-ptdfaoi^ 

ow leaf waves o^iaf hnm^ 
als to me wiidoa» and troth-ft 
liage ! ah, where avt thoa mmt9 
jflfa'd unlcnowB^ ia- Mf ymklh f 

r sheltered fh^plaul^ 

barren vt&LcaSauM it^BoM ; 

)igtare of acieiica'didiiPMi^ 

i^inter's Uut Uightadti»fr«tt I 

was it broQgtatttttha too, 

r its barrennesftfiHindr- 

« that its froift Biigfat luMPtt won,.. 

ih'dy and siinlc to th« gBOMML 

thy had some IbsteiiBg hand^ 
dness, remof'diram'tbB'Vild^ 
t encumbered the hud^ 
d the soft hand that had tbtteft ! — 
—the sweet moment haa iaemn, 
ti is with barremifiiftiiMBy 
UB on earth an unkaiNnH 
tin shall re-echo in heavctn.. 



1 

)3S THE PLAINT. 


&f«i. 


Mf (me loTe, «h I little «be dreatni. 




How tKlilom UUs tmok bos lo bloom. 




Tbough rtucid Bod h^nlthy U seems, 




There'* decline llial sbe'U find out too i 


oon, 


For tlie aie now li lud lo Uie loot. 




And Bill pto>e at lis coib Ihere'i ieoij 


1 






WUl be soiTon-, wben I'm la tbo cU; ! 




Then she'll mouru over raomenls Ihat'i 


.fled, 


Sbe'll regret the mmi hams that were 


lost! 



lu absence thef past o'er her head. 
And hei slghi, and hei laus are Iha eoA ; 
Mj sweet bow'c, will It hloom ai befbm ? 
Shall ill beauty a itnngec'fi eye lee ? 
Stall iU tWBetae* my Betie; deplore J 
Alai I It baa ne'er blooin'd tot me. 

But in absence and exile I mouiD, 
Till th;T(^ itgmwiitiaiigB tomtne ear. 
And the uailes o[ the in&nt thou'st boma, 
Is wasted on Ibims that's len deat I 
Do I tax tbee with Kom oi ne^ect ? 
O ! perish tbe thought, evermore ! 
Fortfayheut, shonldtheiklUuldlMect, 
Would lixl me engiu'd on U« «x«\ 



THE PLAINT. 1S» 



Ten^fer. 



Ilioii'kt been tender and loving to me, 
^od without thee, my goal would expire ! 
Uind the world were its grave, hot for tiiee ! 
Thoa'rt its God !— its Prometiiean fire T 
Is it sin thus to love and adore ! 
Is it madness, to cherish the flame ? 
If it be — I have much to deplore, 
For I still must adore thee the same. 

I have much in mjrself, love, to mourn. 
But I ne'er was inconstant to thee ; 
With patience, mj temper thou'st borne, 
The reflection is hateful to me ! 
Had I lov'd thee with ardour less pure, 
Hadst thou Icnown the true source of thy wo, 
Thy heart had prescribed its own cure. 
And thy tears tliey bad ceas'd for to flow. 

Though my temper's the ocean's wild surf. 
Still my heart's lilce the Halcyon wave — 
One will rage till I'm covered with turf. 
One will love till I'm cold in the grave ! 
I've a smile for the cheerful and gay, 
I've a tear for the sorrow not mine ! 
That bosom, where love hath full sway, 
f wWcberisb, and pledge in my wine. 



r 



THE PLAINT. 



1 cont nor ricbes nor Saae, 

I eiiT]> not Cneaos hij wultta. 

Let dlshunour, ay nlnd aner (tain, 

I'm in povi^rtf blen'd, if I've beollb ; 

O'er my tomb let my (tienit heave Ute ugb. 

Let tbem aay, " He's la memoiy iett," 

'TU tbe beart 1 would tmcb, not ibe are I 

Wai those joys, alsxt ^er be mine; 
To liibale Uie sweet bmac ol the eve. 
To partake of Ou^kkukigiA^mt, 
Which, possessing, I shortly must leave ; 
WUl my bow'r Dererows ate 111 lord ? 
Shall I visit,— as stranger, or gueat ? 
I'm estrang'd from tbe form tbot'i lAn'd, — 
Had I tbese, I'd be happy and blest. 

I love to arise wHli (beiuo. 
And (o brush the fresh dew of tbe mom; 
I could toll till bit spleudoar is done. 
And my music should flow lioDi the tfeofn. 

Be my altar, thou shady iweet grow ; 
1/ Je/uslou like this, be a &icun, 
I'd M'er wake, >tUti»dB*mft«».\\<«e- 



THE PLAINT. 141 



Cuieluuon* 



Vm the exile of hope and of home, 
I^ a stnnger to all that is dear, 
I languish for days that may come, 
Alas ! will they never appear? 
No menial that eats of my bread, 
Butishappy^ far happier than I, 
The pillow that's prest by this bead, 
Abmbs what will flow from the eye. 



FINIS. 



TO THE 

PORTRAIT 

OP THE 



KT. HON. GEORGE CANNING. 
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LUCUBRATORY LINES/ 



ASDRBSSBD TO TUB PORTRAIT 

OP 

The Rt. Hon. George Canning , 

Wkieb hangt ovte the- Aatkor's Mantle Piece. 



Hail to tbee ! CANmNO, England's truest friend!' 
PiiiHant Minister, whose powers shall lend 
To thy contemporariesy wit and skill. 
To make their subjects boast — their Sovereign's will. 
No toigid line of verse shall fill my lays, 
For tumid numbers ne'er could sound thy praise, 
Thy matchless praise ! thy policy profound I 
Am dew spreads farther nearest the gpnound, 
So win thy virtues spread if unconfin'd, 
By metric cannons, and by strains refln'd — 
TbKteiote, my Lucubrations shall be p\a\ik— 
Tl^pniM0, ibeir g^Iory— and its tru^, \taftVt Iikh«>\ 



Tig Lrai/er'a S/igech, 



Tby iHiiieriw, bonar, itiid Ihy [iricati; wurih, 
Bome nbler pen Iban mine ■hoiilil bliizon forlb ; 
BuL, at ii \>, t1>er nil Occrleil ttiy nuiiie, 
Tbf cluileiing honors oiid Ibf rising fame, ' 
And mnr, (npu)Ut« Uk«) tba; bluEb Tor ibotne 



Tti; " Liclwa Job" — 'tvaii Qui* Out rant began, 
Slamp'd U^n; u knave, mul Biigwrrilluiia man ; 
And wlieri thou dUIil presUit al Ih' " Board ContToul,'* 
Tbej tpstlWd Ihee wIUl Um uiid HUi most fuul— 
The S|iu Held rabble, nurse tlinn volcxriic sciiiD, 
Their lender, one H-linm hoiiesl men would shim, 
Bore in Ibe sir greal I'uclian'ii charioteer. 
His waving flags piDclHiui " Ihere'* oought to feai," 
I n CB[> or liberty his lies he ie\U : 
(I ToiiUl thai lo ilk cap he'd added belli) 
" The nation's ruin'd — sunk beyond reUef, 
And cvctrj miniiler's a rogue and thief — 
Look to yr)ur Interest, Ihen— the bank veil aelza — 
The spoil Ihflt'a left is oure— do as yon please — 
A Government ProtMoDuI shall be Ibnn'd r i 

Ti)R B^nk once aim — the Tower is eaa; stonn'd — > 
IVb'H live and tbrlTC when Parli'ment'ire/orm'd. J 
Fnar aot the cooseiiuences— 1 have men 
/feqteciable and honest, w\b> -"Vi, -.ftita 



. ADDRESS. 147 



The Leader's Speech, 



Time shall serve, strip the Ministers their coats. 

Shall send them packing, or shall cut their throats^ 

Watson, Waddington, Thistlewood, are all 

Men that can nobly dare, or braTelj foil, 

Their truth and honor, none of you can doiM^ 

IToull know them better when you've found them out~- 

-And then for active ministers, I've men, 

Can wield, their swords as easy as their pen. 

For Generalissimo, we've Major Cartwright, 

And Cobbett, Financier, will keep us all rij^t ; 

Vooller shall lay his stale Black Dwarfe aside. 

The Premier he shall be, he's prov'd and tried— 

Witb men like these, your days will pass away. 

And as for taxes — you'll have none to pay." 

This was the cant that fiU'd the rabble's ears — 
The slave yet lives thai spread those idle fears, 
- That utter'd libels 'gainst thy hallow'd name, 
And waddl'd in bis filth, like ducks In rain — 
I'll recommend a retrospective glance. 
To these said Radicals, and trust to chance 
Whether it mends them, or reforms their oourse^- 
One consolation's left— they cann't be wone* 

Hunt dated Engtand's ruin ** one \\MS» ^oax,*^ 
A9 time roU'd on it still was diawing nwa. 



UitofptiinliiieiU. 



But wbet be lut bia imrli'mciit'i:] kcat. 

He qiurtoiu CutFEv niadF, tiorD Eii^land'ti wheut, 

Asd cali'd Ibem " Bienklmt Powdeis, iiiire mill wboleHHne," 

I drank tbeni once — the; mute me uck tUMi doleuime, 

Periiii|« rp; noniHcU bad iiot beeii piepur'd 

With Spa Fhild's louici wblch tbe rest bud ihor'd— 

He's rbaiig'd bit coiuw I bKor— his brain's befa lacUnf^, 

loslead dI elating com, be now boili bbicluDg. 

He now oppotea Turner, Day nnd M^trtin, 

And Warren wonderewhat bs'U aeiX be starting, 

'Ti-B flttio^be that nation now should polish, 

WhosB lnwa and sacred rigbla beVi liiin ilBnioliih, 

Tried to dlaturb tbe peaoefnl and ttw free — 

FareweU, dear Hunt, I'TehadeDougboE ttace! 

HaU I Corpord Cofabett, witb thy Aegkler, 

Bf boUjiDg, bere tboa tbong^M to make a ittr, 

But wben Ibjr itern pugnadtj-fclt tbioagh, 

Tbf Trans-Atbintlc trip (bou tboughl'st vnuU do. 

That Innd thou hadit so lauded " Great and Free," 

Would not be dup'd or huoibDgg'd kn^ by Ibee, 

So back thou tumMit thy coiuse, for Ei^land roenia, 

And didst import to at great Tom Payne's bfuiet — 

Grand patriot, who, to laror this emporium. 
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CobbeWs Frtpheiy. 



Pity t|v>t.Lii(;ifer liitfi «parM ^ucU ^igo. 

Why not on ht(^ iiax^ laid ti strict ^mbaii^o ? 

Bot ]vid,th|r.,piopl^y be^n. put ia ifXDce, 

TixMi. hete iiadst l^d a.^d^^Uig of cou^, 

Fpc wil,h tby..tqDgmeL and j^ jlibflAi apoke^t out bold, 

*' If e'er tbe Bank of ^^ngiand pavi in gold, 

In Smithfiekl tl)ey,i|iigbtj^Uiipkly get a fire on, 

And frizzle Coblieltt on a huge giid-iron.'' 

The time, iacome, the grii-irpn must defeat thee, 

And Radicals, in wrath, ]they swear tliey'll eat thee ! 

They'll send aboat^he country various messengers, 

And keep the fixA up.withtby lactkius R4igisters« 

Wooller, thy D^ii^f is blacker than tl^yself— 
They lay at large, njifiead, oa every shelf- 
Take to thy .typc^ Ihy cases and piy pr^ss, 
Reform thy morbkl stuff, and publish lesft^ 
Let the last Dwarf, that ever sees the lights 
Review my volume, and what's wrong set.iight, 
Say what thou lik'pst, I glory in a rumpus, 
111 me^.thee, Dwarf, ^tany point o' th* compass — 
I'm but a bumpkiA, and ^tis fit thou know it, 
A sort of driveling, whining, small beer poet, 
Who tells thee as a friend, thy Dwarf^s not read, 
TAe Wbigaare turn 'd— the Rad\caU «x« d«tt\^ 



Snile! mdle! gteal &niiister, Uie work is thjn«— 

Til) powpt to pi.r1y Ihoii dIJsl ne'tr confine, 

Bui Calliollc, CUiircliman, Tuij, Whig, Dissenter, 

Tlii.u ueard.st them all, and urv'dsl them el a TGnlun 

TlHiu Ihm Jiaarm'ds* iheir mulice, traiisl tbeir heorl*— 

Wi^-ve not n Kndksl in sU theta pBils, 

Eitcb to a man will tonat the CDnsliditinn, 

Will clnnin Ibe Radicsls and RcTOlullun— 

E'eii Coiowl StarvC|;u(, Littlu Wuullon'i dread, 

&«eks reluge (or hie bosiUstlBn head, 

Forbears lo Ware the MGinity wilh letters, 

Lennis lo be hiinihlc, uiid rtspcd his betlet«, 

Derotes liis serrlces among his neigbboin. 

Their Anes remuDerale tils udent labours. 

Instead of preaching polilics pTofouDd, 

His (arming yard he's made Ibe perish pound ; 

lOBteod uf chai^ng Ibes, this man of metal 

Letts contributions on Ifae cattle 

Which straf along llie lane without a guard. 

The linea he levys are bis sweet reward. 

When callle see him now, Ibey'll fl; like Tulai^ 

Which givrs him leisure to ritend the caiten ; 

Blame not his taste, or blush, or fnntn, or scoff 1^ 
He waket their fln«s pro&ice m «vul ^n^t, 



ADDRESS. 161 

Starvegm'a J ^itjtularity. 

He's much belov'U — his neiglibuurs are so ciTii, 
They think no dn to wish him at the lieviL 

Some time ago, I think 'twos in September, 

He offered to become a count}* member, 

The country round was all in arms to send him. 

With ey'ry pow'r and influence tbey could lend him. 

Swore they'd return him, or they'd never rest — 

This feeling breath'd and glow'd in ev'ry breast, 

I thought it paradoxical and strange, 

Or 'mongst bis neighbours there was wrought a change, 

And askM a man more eager than the rest, 

'< Why all this ardour ?" when he thus confess'd : 

*^ With Colonel Stanregut, sir, we're not content^ 

We, therefore, wish hhn up in Parli'aieut, 

Our reasons for it, sir, are pkiin and clear. 

When he's in Parli'ment, he'll not be here !" 

This said, witii loud huzza he join'd the throng. 

And Colonel Starveg^t dwelt on er'ry tongue. 

He searclies Pedlars for their hawking Ucense — 
The females say, of honor he's a nice sense, 
For when to filiate brats it is ihehr lot. 
He claims the time, the place, andhowbe^l^ 
E'en plural lovers odd not to Ihek i&ns, 
ifB'U tuauaon hoib, for fear she sIloxMX^'v^ N:^ 



ISl 


ADDitBsa.'- 


A TVwr rale. 


To Publlcnnt 




H<^ll IW lo Srandul's vile Uld blue lll^BdW^■^ _^ 


O™ ™« r«n, 


.ulns .tlU freslily on mj mlDd, ^H 


Twill iliow 1 


Honor-, cause he's just and WM:— -^^f 


A rtNicl-tlde haitienn n^pd coirptp kept. 


Tbilr air wn 


s miod, their briirlh «iu ntiFitly swppt ) 


Thej loIlM l( 


irearlhelrddldrtn, voriirtrs wnr^ 


And here in ] 


lence ihcy hop'dio end thefr d(.y» ; 


Their bojii were Rrowing up and gone lo Irnde;' 


They'd but o 


ue dsnghler-the, B lovdj-miiffl, 


Keplrleunll 


le house niid wnited nn ench fciiert— 



Her parents SB* her chnrtfi*, HndSfltiooiit'Wert' 

To see tbeir girl, witbout a blotoi stain, 

Supply eacb want — tlie Tillage rang b(fr hme. 

Onedaj, a blackguard blacksmlUi enter*)!, diunlry 

Por iniud ot dissipation, none wei sunk 

So deep, so iBfamoufrJ-theioiintiy knew 

His fraud and knarery, and hts friends were few; 

TbuG, drunk and money-leK^, be Bsk'd for drink'^ ' 

It was refus'd, as any one may think. 

He bled lo gain his point by (breals of foiM, 

By oaths, Bbus«, andmost obscene discoune; 

Tlie (dd man, lame, and tottering under f«ai4 ' 

CaaU not enton te b&i« y» ^<i0>ter^ eon 



ADPIl£8& ; US 



^ True Tale, 

• il-'-V J" »•»♦«• • • ••• . f • 



Pidliitod hf such laiigii<ige as be iis*d. 

Himself insulted, and his wife abus'd, 

The old jpao/s>l(^ it jusb'd into his ?elDs^ 

He makes an efibi1» and bis right maintains ; 

To see his boose from such a ruffian freed. 

They struggle h^,-:— at length be did succeed 

To push Jtbe ruffian from bis peaceful door, 

Then sank exbaus^edrrstiength could yiekl no more ! 

The trap was set, the bi^t it had been taken. 

He goes to Colonel S.tarvegut,— peace was shaken ! 

•i 
He was the justice, he must judge the case ; 

Now, on the (oad, he'd much abus'd his feca^ 

And said Oki Rkhaid tbus bad us'd him ill, 

'Twas fill belieY'd, and Starvegut took his fill 

Of Yengeanoe — for he had the nicest sense 

Of granting Justice /—healing no defence ! 

He stopp'd the Ucense, and be stopp'd their trade — 

(Thank God, tbese now a better law is made. 

No justtoe can, without good reasons giving, 

WithoM a Ucense, and deprive our living.) 

Here is a guardian of our country'ii rights, 
Its fiiTors, with ingratitude requites ! 
He prates to Canning, with his vUe ef&ont'ry, 
Wbotibiauelf the pest and scovucge o^tb^ covinNr}\ 

u 



Mna te Celnnel Staneetrt- 



Tboo adnt Relbnn, too, — tboa ! tbou siUj diS, 

Loan t» be buuctt, oud rdbnn ibfiCU: 

Tbou'll be respr«l<»J \hrii, where now, tbou'rt hated, 

At Hiic u ihli it ttutb, which I'ts relBl«l ! 

I>e ouch more uiAtter, be It uitdeAloiHl, 

Which ue'crifaallaee the ligbl, jf tfaou'lt begood. 

O f Geoigv, thy miiilrtry's put all to rigbl* 1 
Tbj ipesking portnit now m; eje dellghu ! 
Tim tiPBsac'i by toe, 6eai\y u m}' Ida — J 

We'll uetet part, (I'd Ibiak jt were a sio) > 
Whilft I've n bouse or tuom tu hung il til, J 
Bat with thy blendi, I'll laugh, I'U drink, I'll dl^ 
To«t George, our MInliter— and OeoTge, our King I 
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EXTEMPORARY EPITAPH, 



FOR THK 



Unfortunate Mr. Sadler^ 

Who was killed from his Balloon, in endeavouring to de- 
scend near Blackburn, by striking against a chimney, 
on the 20th of September, 1824; be bad made a 
grand ascent from Bolton, being bis thirly-ftnt 
aerial voyage. The weather was too boisterous — ^bnt 
be bad such an aversion to the disappointing a public 
assemblage, that be could not be dissuaded froni 
making the attempt ; — ^he was a worthy character — 
the Author knew him well, and did not recover Iroio 
the shock bis feelings sustained, at hearing of bis 
unfortunate catastrophe, for many days. He has left 
one child, and an amiable wife fm advanced in preg- 
nancy, to lament bis loss. 



Farewell! dear Youth ! tbou'st made tby last aioent ! 
Thy mind, for loftier realms, displayed its bent ; 
Tby spirit's purified, thy fault's foigiven, 
Tby touPs iBilatdd with the dew of \i«vi^iv\ 



IK 



EPITAPH. 



^ 



' AnSf^ *»d Arabangeli welcome Ihee tlM/te, 

1 rirjKiii Win «lUi ceJciUal loT«, 
! rejoice, not e'er regret the chniige, 
a \brt ibrougti the renlms ol bliH to ran^ 
I WWb SuliiU ami Bleiwd Ppiiib— joy b Ibioa, 
earthlj- fripixli bit nil Ihat'i left to pint!, 
'ecii Ih) sid di^Mtot, mouni Ihj itK~- 
' R^rel Ih) dsring bfort — alai. too lale ; — 
f Thj Werpiiig Consort, atul % Sireless Babe, J 
I mDuni Uuil cuch madiim; was inadH — H 
juit uklog of lU nraOier Urlb, ^ 

BbsU weep to leatn, " A parent'i left the earlb." 
They well maj' weep tb)' low, tbou beat of men— 
Tbar-Uaa 



i 




THE SABBATH MORN. 



I. 

Swiny feii^tiMdfitairiBt am'flie driMwth n^^ 
WherolimaidgmoeiiMplretlliesoalwItblofe, ■ 

When wcnldfy cares ghre way to heaTeoty' Ibmifly 
And tone the peaceful sonl to Gckf abdre. 

II. 

BeloYM Creator, still thy grace bestow. 
And make tne gratelnl for the joys X taste ; 

Thy presence blesses all that's h'^ire below ! 
Thy absence makes this woiid a dreaiy waste ! 

III. 

My rugged paths of life are known to tl&ee. 

And oft thou'st chasten 'd with affliciion's rod, 
But now I feel Hwas mercy sliu^u lo me, 
Jt'B made me know my SavVoxn aik&in^ Qa^ 



ua SABBATH MORN. 

IV. 

And ttbllil I know Ibem, ma; I ne'er fbrget, 
Encb morn and ere, to fnj Ifaem gntefiil prayer ! 

Slnoe I'm no mure by woidtj illi beset, 
'TIs tluu, alone, hail made my path m) fair. 



Bleil with a mate tbat abaras my earlbly joyi. 

Who, ffben nfBlcUons prest, bath sbnr'd tbe cup, 
Hai nuis'il ollb cam, my loiely girls snd bayi. 

And oft (mm wan despair, ha* home me np. 
VI. 
Tben grant, kindbear'n, ajutlnnance of mf UIm 

Her babra to flouridi like the Oder vlUow — 
And nhen to realms above, I'm cull'd Irooi this. 

No hajid but Aert, to loothe my deathly plUow. 
VU. 
May all tbe sequel of her life be »pent 

In peace and ease — her children all her pilde 1 
And when bt-r years am full. In sweet content 

She'll sleep serenely at bet Iotcc's ilde! 



I 



LINES 

Written on the Author's Recovery from a severe Fever, 
whilst on a Visit to his Mother-in-law, in London. 

1S14. 

Ah ! sweet rural vallies, I'll visit you soon, 
And inhale the sweet air that your blossoms perfume, 
Jiat again shall gay pleasures induce me to rove, 
From the friends I respect, and the wife that I love ; 
Oh ! chide not, dear Bess, that so long I delay, 
Tis heaven's high will, and I must obey ; 
But this poor scorching brain that deprives me of rest, 
Thou art ig^rant of, and in that I am blest, 
For to know what I suffer, would add to thy wo, 
And make thee regret that thou e'er let me go. 
But my nurse is thy mother, and heaven is kind, 
In the first I am blest, to the latter resigned. 

My disease now is tum'd, my fevw It flown, 

"My .*>]. ciow I'll follow, that points the way home," 
Should ihe •iifeiaiice latigue, my bosom 'twill cheer. 
To thhik of my prattlers— my wi£B— who's so dear ? 



soNe. 

That I lQ?e thee, dear Bew, thou wilt never 4i9<>te, 
Tho' tlie lip^i vtouiil be silent, the eye cdiiii*t be mote. 
For thy sweet lovely lonn o'er my heart holds such sway, 
1 swear tliat I love thee, by uigbtand by day. 

SoD^ Villi marry a lass, aiid then pocket her gold, 
Take to tlteni a niistress that's lair to behold ! 
The wile that it came by, they wish from their sights 
On their mistress tLey'll spend it, by day and by night. 

Thou&fh thou broiight'st nie no money that e'er I could see, 
I huve Jortwne enoutrh, my dear Belsey, in liiee ; 
A dowiv tliou'stsav'd me, Pll tell thee which way, 
Thoui 'I my wife and my mistress, b}- night and by day. 

And vhen, my dear Bess, to the tomb I am gone, 

Remember, tby husband and lover were one, 

Look the great world aiound, and Uiou never canst see, 



One to love thee so 1fritt|p^30 tdUibas me. 

When my soul's calPd to heav'n, for I'm sure to be in it. 



I've no qualms of conscience that seem to forbid it, 
I shall pensively wait, love, till thou com'st in sight. 
Then, welcome thee to me, day, ^a^ vsXn^qmN. \v\^\.. 
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SONG. 



T1»B 8BTTING BUM. 



" The Sun gUdes gently down tlw wetl, 

The tiMTiBh «endf forth his mellow note, 
The dew will soon' the Helds refrceh, 

And earth refume its table coat ; 
But when it's set, 'there'i one will rise/ 

If lovely MiKT told me tme ; 
A sun to me, with iparkling eyes, 

Her lips the sweet ambrosial dew— 
Thy darioest lobe^ then, earth put onf- 
For Maiyll cone at set of Mm." 

II. 
TUs strain hiitibittiliBi Wiu4Am song. 

While seated on the woodlaiki stile— 
A form firom out the thicket sprang, 

Whidi tiiere had been conoealM the while : 

He flew to clasp it in his aims — 

'Twas lof^ly Mary'a «\i ^iv«A\\i«t%% 

w 




le ej-et, ber tbetrj lips, 
K dimpled by h 
TI«i teetb. in vhiteness, fur oiiU(ri|i< 

111* iv'iy, botne from Attic's Isle ; 
Her bolr. It bail bii anbiica tije, 

Though ligUlet rulher tLuii I've seen, 
111 loTcly rlngleli reochM ttas cf a, 

And wilted lustra to it's iKam— 
Hei glpHy-hat ibe bftd put on, 

A[ul WIUi^rD met at let of mn. 
IV. 
" Dear Mai;, thou but mnde me bleit. 

By thy sweet promise thus perfbrm'd, 
One ptomise more will give me reai. 

Wilt tbou be WllUam's bride adotn<d 
Oh Sundny next— 'tli then I mean 

To let the Paiwm seal our towi." 
' Her heatli^ bowm, bad rod leen, 

You'd em; WiUiam of hia spoiue — 
To chuich Uiej netvl — ta marrta^s AaOB, 

Tho boU« raiti twaiA tti lo^ o^ ™^^- 



EPIGRAM 

On seeing a beautiful Woman transported with Rage and 
Passion, without a Cause. 

4^ 



The impassionate storm 

That now ruffles that form, 
And robs that sweet face of its beauty, 

Robs thy husband of bliss, 

The connubial kiss, 
And forbids thee his lore, or his duty. 

That bosom once heav'd, 
(Or thy love was deceiy'd) 

With a passion and ardour sincere. 
Now like ^tna its glow. 
When his sides overthrow 

That lava which makes the world fear ! 

Now that lava's congealing. 

Thy soul's robb'd of feeling. 
Thy cinder-soorch'd heart is caldn'd ! 

Thy love will disown 

His alliance with stone. 
And will banish thy form ficom his mind ! 



.■'■ 



GRAYFACE. 



ON THE SELLING OF 

GRAYFACE, 

AN OLD FAVORITE COW. 



A Story from real Life. 



The Old Man said, "The cow it shall he sold, 
She's past her hest — she now is getting old ; 
Joseph and John, they know the way to fh* town, 
And if they sell her well, thou'lt have a gown, 
Old Wife.'' A pause now follow'd this command— 
His cause, or meaning, none could understand ; 
To part with Grayface was a harsh decree — 
The children cried till they could scarcely see 
Tbelr suppers — whilst each spoonCuV \h«.\ ^«^ Vvjvl 
Of ber sweet milk, who was in age lotmoY, 



Loot far Onqifaee, 



Reminded ttwm ofnib bow mucb tbef lov'd ber, 
For docile genlleoev, boir oH tbey'd proT'd ber, 
Since Tecallectioa dawn'd upon tbeir mind, 
Tbey knew old Grsyfece, knew her good and Idndl 
Her belder jielded tbem Ibeir urlint fixid, 
And lovp for GinjriBce mingl'd wilL theii blood, 
And now llii'ir little hearU were fill'd with somw, 
To thinlt Ibflt Grajfnre ni'iit be sold to-morrow. 
Old Dsme now ifaaoa'd ■»«* hei aged spouse. 
Reminded bim buw lui]|; they'd now kept houw — 
" I neTBtdU rafuu.tAobiq'ifttir wU^' ', 
But part wilb Grajfue ! I niuct Eny it stlU, 
It is a iHsh, unkind, and Iboliib ootion ! 
No gown from ber price e'er sbiUl see devotion 
Ou m; back — in this I'll hsve my full say, 
111 go to cburcb in dogs and Unsey-wooltey, 
Rstlier tlun puicbaee Hneiy at ber cost ! 
Try not to clutllge my mind— '(!■ labour lo«t ; 
We've tear'd ber fium a calf, beneath our care, 
n^ plentf she bw made we've all bad share. 
My children sbe bu lear'd with wholesome food, 
And want and poverty qould ne'er intrude, 
WbUlt GrHylace yielded us a flowing pail, 
Ve'd oiilk and ciMm al booie, Wi4 v«'d for sals 



GRAYPACE. 160 



Lane far Chrajffaoe. 



Plenty of hotter, whidi IVe tnidgp'd to leU, 

And bought \A tea and mgar— yoa-know it well 

She fillM the swill-tob^ too, ^was never empty, ^ 

Whidi fiitten'd pigi, that made us live in plenty; 

And now to part with her^ became she's old ! 

Yon might as well sell me, because I scold." 

She more had said, bot Alice interferes, 

And thus addressM her master, whilst her tears 

FlowM down her honest cheelcs :~<* Dear master, yon 

Know, at Christmas, 1 shalf have six pounds due ; 

Keep GrayfiuM, then, till I my wage receive, 

I'll find a place — we both of us will leave.'' 

These words had scarcely lalter'd firom her tongue — 

A gen'ral cry was heard — and she was clung 

Unto, by all the children's loving arms, 

Who in their native innocence and charms. 

Held up their feces which their grief express'd — 

"DonH leave us, Alice, don't !"— suppose the rest, 

For my weak lyre cannot here describe 

How much they clung to her !^how mudi she cried t 

The lesser ones she took upon her knee. 

She wip'd their faces, for they scarce couM see. 

Their little tears so roU'd upon the cheeic. 

To bear that Alice would » fresh home «e«k.\ 

X 
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n» GKAVTACS. 


^ 




Sbe IctaM tbom o'm and o**r, shB artrd their iaa, 


abe 5dd, Kbe Moali not-^, ujid Eas'd tlielr fenn 1 




The joung oae, tal till ilaep tlieir hndi diil nod, 




Atvhiles tbeirbacomsheDv'd I nutl'rlngaob, 




T1U tbe Iml a%b, (Ijot besT'd tbeui lo rEpoM, 




AUi^'d tlielr grief, tbeir ryia in de^ did tiate ; 




Sbu [aok'd upon tbose InnoMnts slw tor'd, 




Their iveel »H*cUon she had of(«n piw'J, 




But never wltows'd sucb a meiw us Ibif, 




And grievM— Qda momeBt she'd diBlnrbM (beii blii.- 





The younger MM bad (tBl Itl qraan fd band, 

Ita half-eat supper did negleeted itaiui ; 

Par when he beaid hli Alice iaSk of lesving, 

Tbe boj fillet hli huBger, In Ui griefing 1 

But, now, auur'd shell sbif, fall heort'i at nst. 

His head repuses an bee hlthful bicut I 

Sbe now coniign'd tbem to tbeir peaceful bed. 

And on Ibelr plUow resting with her bead, 

Hums tbat sveet luUaby, that each one knowi. 

Then UM'd " good Dlght ! " — 'twas thus the eieabig doa'iL 

The Diom returu'd, but ell Is still coiilus'd. 
The Old Man evMy oierture lefus'd — 
He'd said the woxl, aoi'wtMlii.MA'iiwK «toa«^ — 
>e you let a wom aftlMw* ^^^ ^'■'^ ' 



ORAYFACE. ITl 



Digrtstion, 



Good bye to comfort^ orders and rabjection." 
This wm life cwcd i hfaik it no leteetkm 
Of mine^ on that soft tax I so admiie^ 
Heaven's best and eitriiest gift, at dmoi's desiie 
Granted, to soften saUnnaiy wo, 
To life a comfort, and to vice a foe ! 
Somejcasuists give to tbem ''Man*s eariiestfoU," 
They, as the weaker sex, must bear it all. 
It is not foir, nor will my conscience bear it, 
If therd be Mame, let man and woman share it ; 
'Tis Idnd of man, to shuffle off his consdenco 
Obedienee to his God, with such lilce nonsense. 
By loading lovely woman with the blame. 
Saying, ** With her that every evil came !>' 
'Tis no such thing— man err'd from earliest birth. 
And woman's all of heaVn that's left on earth, 
In temp'rance, honor, love, they^e our superior, 
In no one virtue are they our inferior, 
Who says, man fisll thro' them, let that disprove hfan, 
Man only falls, when women cease to love him. 

But I've digress'd— I'll onward with my tale— 
See Alice sealed with a flowing pail. 
Which Gni^'/itce yields, unconscious wYiB.\.\iMVViX> 
And that o£ milky store, this is tVke \asl 







m 


GRAYFACE. 


^t AUcet Satrat. 


^P Tl^ e-ti bn mllk-nlRld, Alice. lib 1o dialn. 




Not knows 


>he now >rhy Alice is co dull— ^H 


The song's 


. Delected, fat ber bean's loo fiiU. ^H 


« 1 wooda (lAid she ) «bo «tlU ndlh thee nul, ^^ 


IfexrtnLi 


iTeijiool ibou nill be lex-d ^H 


Bj.o«.eu 


nklnd and diurtlib mllknifin's lout, -^H 


Who'll uw 


tbee ai at honw, noi turn Ibec out ^^| 


Toiwrou 


I Innte aini<l>l rame ple.usn1 [mslun, i^H 


y I fent ihou 


'li miss mc, loo, iii Ihj nert master.'*' -^B 


Whiln Ali 


ce was pngB^'d in ^ucb refli^irliuns, 



The Oltl Man lo his hojt giva these directions— 
" My luds, when yoa have driv'n her to th' town. 
You'll ask nine poundi, and you must not come down 
Lower than eight — but should no one gire it, 
Wheo th' clock slikes four, the market you may leave it 
And gently drire her home, fur she'll be lii'd," 
.^teAld Man Snsb'd bete, and then retir'd— 
UU>HMuLj not bear the scene that now approaches, 
For fear be might be loaded with reproaches. 
The lads were ready, and the cow was loos'd, 
* ' Unoonscioas that she now must quit that boost 
r, where she's been so kindly fed, 
' Anl where the deuie^ i^nn -«u el.-<j&v> tifitad, 




GRAYFACE. IT) 



Conehuion. 



And where she'd yielded oft her milky store ! 

Alas ! she leaves, it to return no more ! 

The family's assembled in the yard. 

To bid farewell ! — as proof of their regard. 

No eye without a tear composed the throng ; 

She smell'd thehr hands, she lick'd them with her tongue. 

They pitied Gray^BMse, siroakM her spockVd hide, 

Tlie grown-up people grievM, the children ciyM, 

When John and Joseph, each with heavy heart, 

Compelled OUl Grayfisce with her friends to part. 

For Liverpool they now have tum'd her head, 

And o'er that parting, many a tear was shed. 



FJNIS. 
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POOR JEM'S LAMENT. 
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POOR JEM'S LAMENT 

FOR THE 

Loss of his Dog Quhay. 



A JBUP* EIPRIT. 



Poor JEM, he in the corner A% 

He onokes, he drinks, he mourns, by fits : 

He's lost his dog, he's lost his wits, 

So sore bis grief I 
For Qnhay's loss no care admits, 

It scorns relief! 

His iaoe is red, his eyes are blue. 

They shine like holes that are burnt through 

A blanket — or what's still more new, 

And like his eyes. 
Two pickl'd gooseberries, in a stew, 

Are just the ftVz«\ 



in JEM-3 LAMENT. 

■ 'Bi> bair <• black and ihining, l>ut 
Tis •onwlhlrg of ihe "-otkboiisfl cut ; 
Wllh (i|>on mouih, aoil ejea half sbut, 

Your sides would ncbe 
mth limgliiag, at the •poi't he'd put 

On "Roslo oalte!"* 

And thoD, bB'd slug from uighl till mom, 
With jilpB and iiol, Old Care he'd scorn ! 
The cbinmey-coroer he'd adorn. 

Till time toe bed ; 
^^ Bat ooW, poor Jem Is quite foriorn. 

For Quhaj's dead t 

Thej'd bnrt'd through many a storm togetber. 
With bearta m light «s goose's feather, 
Ot iaxk% or dove's, I care not whether. 

So free'B my Musa ! 
■Twill bend like parchmeat, wsi, or leather '. 

'Twill ne'er refuse. 

If upi and downs I here should name. 
You must not tax my Muse with blame. 
For be it known, poor Jem is lame ! 

And Qiibay's proud ! 
As master limp'd, he limp'd the saute. 

To ^iise tbo crowd. 

' Jem gave a l»igbato J'^^^'^^.l^f X^^-S 
slans jour ear. b, oOltoK " B««^-«^' '^^^^ 
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His head lookM canniDg, like the Iok, 
Ri^t tong and handsome were his kwks — 
He knew the streets, the piers, the docks, 

In tliis great town ; 
If puppy lads his master mocks, 

HeM fetch them down. 

When Jem, he felt inclined to work, 

Beneath his bench poor QuhayM lurk. 

He'd bark, he'd watch, snore, deep, or snort. 

But neror flinch I 
He'd watch, as does the Greek the Turk, 

Nor yield an inch. 

OU Cerberus, with his triple head. 
Was never look'd on with such dread, 
He guarded hell, but left his bed 

. AtHeicules'wiU! 
Had Quhay been there in his stead. 

He'd been there stiU, 

When Jem his coat and hat would brush, 
Quhay would from bis kennel rush, 
To gain the street he'd stoutly push, 

For well knew he 
His^master was prepar'd to lush. 

And lake a spree ! 



{ JEM'S LAMENT. 

Hii UU wmkl uurl upuii bis back ; 
He, IlkH lilfi DiNiter, jokM vouUI cradi '. ■ 
If public homes were found ^ck. 

And cowp'ny tliiD, , 

If Ibrovn upon anottaei tack, 

''tVai Mine to him. 

Th* (lublic hoiues he kiiev veil, 
The faviiritii sbup& ba bdcmi eouM tell, 
Tbali hilf-iilck'd bouei In Quha; IsU, 

' With v^ome greeiing ! 

Which «u most |im>i], 'Iwis hard to tell. 

At Mch fond meetiiig. 

With Jem, he once wasfut la Bridewell ! 
His mutei Ibughl — he took bis side well. 
He bit the watcb, whu on hli back Mi, 

And ^ituDg his rattle ; 
Next da;, at 'Change, (hey both were kled well, 

i" explsiD the battle. 

Jem mitde the Mayor a leupcctbil bow, 

Quhay could only say " bow wow," 
The watchman, he approaches mw, 

Nor seeois he loath 
To aeul bU lies with solemn vow. 

To hang them both. . 



4 
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<' How/' lays the Mayor, « is this all true ?" 
*' No : gemmen, I'll appeal to yon ; 
If you the whole transaction knew. 

From end to end, 
You'd give this lying thief his due, 

And he our friend. 

'* Quhay and I were liomewaiti trudging, 
Our toil and labour neVer grudging, 
I hummM a tune — he took't in dudgeon, 

And gave the lie ; 
Says I, my friend, we call that fudging — 

He hung'd my eye. 



» 



** This was the signal, now, for battle, 
I hurst his nose, — I honM his ratUe — 
And Quhay, knowing well such cattle. 

With all their tricks, 
He hit, and threw this man of mettle, 

Upon some bricks. 

*' But quickly we were overpowered 
By numbers, who, upon us shower'd 
Their cudgels, whilst they callM me coward. 

Or such like name ; 
Ask Quhay, who's a second Howard, 

If we'r« to blwsve," 



Him JEM'S LAMENT. H 

H TMi (yerrh lamc minli it did nflocd, ^H 

^V Uut (jiihn] orrer raid ii wdrI, — ^^M 

H ThE Mayor, he imii'd, (u miKht a J<inl. ^M 

■ Had liueh been |ilnv'd ; H 

H TbFT all piwlnim, wilh one iircunl, ^H 
The vnteh lilsgrflc'J. 

About tbis lime, thsl i^roelamnlion, 
Wlilcli hore Ihe Majm's denundstion, 
And piwoii'd denlh and deoudalioQ 
Too bad Sot hngs, 
^ \Vb5 read, ivith great disnpprohniton, ^^ 

By all tbe dogs. 

Qubaj' kept ht>u<e a month ox more. 
He nerer walk'd tbe pier, tbe sbore. 
Sweet EvertoD, or vpbnt is more, 

Tbe Mount 01 Breck, 
For fear of vengeance, Uireaten'd lorc, 

AgalnEt his neck. 

A brewer's hone, twos said, ran mad. 
The staled cause, " a bile be'd bad," 
■Twas DO such thing,— 'twas Jerry Wag; 

He did deplore 
About tbe streets that stuff to drag, 

Sa Imisl tbe door. 
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A milk-house womaD, near Edge Hill^ 
Two 00W8 ghe was oblig'd to kill ! 
So says report — ^but 1 say still, 

'Twas other matter — 
It tnmM their brains, their milk to fiU 

With so much water. 

All these reports against them went, 
The dogs, they felt great discontent, 
Till on lerenge and misdiief bent. 

Some ran them hard ; 
If caught, right quickly were sent 

To Woods' Yard. 

At length, grown tir'd with dose confinement. 
The want of air, or some employment, 
Which gives e'en pleasure sweet allayment. 

Made Quhay ramble ; 
He went with Jem, to make a payment. 

And caus'd a scramble. 

They walk'd the streets, quite unmolested. 
No bagmen theie the streets infested, 
Quhay their name so much detested. 

He'd run the lads. 
Who tried to frighten him, their best did. 

By calUng— " Bag8 /" 



m. 



JEM'S LAMENT. 



ol jokes— kH now Ihej'ra seen, 
Tke dinui'd Cecro|icsti's bogi do leem 
With dngi, much priii.-:'t] at borne, 1 veeo, 

Tlieirmasiers' pride, 
Smr doomM lo ftagoant wsten green, 

Tbsf* in Cbeap&ide. 

One of the crew now Qubaj' spied, 
Ai walldHK by bit master's aide. 





Which Jem diBumi, 


BygiTlngQu 


a gentle ride 




Within Ui wmL 


qata>)> tbe fellow's bspd bad bit. 


And Jem but 


stiucli bim with his stick,— 


Hts males bU 






Prepar'd for (laughter; 


But Jem was 


belp'd with blow aud kick, 




From wife or daughter 


Whose dogs alreurty bad b*iei. bn^'d, 


Ordrown'd, 


tkUiy,<,tsold,orserBgg'd, 


Whilst Ihej-, to save Ibem, bad bf en faggW, 




And got abuse; 


The general 


tattle nererlagg'd. 




TiU all's tum'd kxwe. 



JfiMV LAHKnr. lU 

Poodte, lap-dogy cor and hounds > 
At liberty were shortly foundy*- 
The empty bag lay on the gvaaoA, 

BesmearM with liquor ; 
When Noah's Ark first toodi the montifl/'- 

Nfe'er emptied quicker. 

Now battle rages with the men, 
Who one and all enedunter Jem 1 
With stick, and foot, and fist he'll stem,: 

TiU doom'd to M ! 
They'll never wound his back again. 

He's gdn'd the wall. 

Polybius, Livy, Sallost, too. 
And all the battlemmigering crew. 
Inspire my pen with something new| 

That I may tell. 
How Jem, with blndgeoo^? claret ditw; > 

From fittids of hell ! 

He dealt hU blows both left and righ^ 
Their broken heads, a dismal sighl^ 
Pioclaim'd him Tktdr in the fight, 

WHhloudaodaim! 
His ibes, oppressed, «nd TattqidshM qiiite> 

Dtelar^d the same. 
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^_ EIriW wllb bis grew lucoc*. 


^K He foUuw'd up'-wlKi could ilo len? 


H^B Soon rrtnfureeinfEli hiU){1iI rnlresK, 


Amlnmud liioi squecz'A 


No pen hii bonor can enpras", — • 


Tb«y QUlny ,eizM 1 H 


Ttutli priK In triumph aonr Ih^y bear,. .JH 


To Woods- YBid Ibey rtraighl repair 1 -^*' 


Old Biiareiu, bad be been tbttre. 


Wilb aU bii mlgtit. 


Id combat like to thi: uufiilr, 



Coold Dsraiflgfat. 

Now Qubi;, wbea iqioo the brink 
Of VToodi' pit, where he mint dnk I 
He begg-d i while to tpeHc and thlidr. 

He'd much to n; i— 
" I im In Nature's chain, a Uok 1 

Then let me pniy 1" 

He bleuM the Major, the Corporatlo»^ 
He bku'd the Eulen of the Nation- 
He said they'd all hb appmbation, 

Except Doe acV 
And that—it merited dsmualloD, 



b^ 
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He said tbe Tories all were right, 
The Radicals were put to flight ; 
To Thomas Green he bid good n^t. 

And Parson Shepherd — 
He said, " If WiiUams is upright, 

Tlien I'm a leopard V • 

fie bless'd the Meroory, anditspagep, 
'^'* May they in wisdom grow, for agev 
.And as it old and young engages, 

Enlarge your print, 
. And let those figures sprawl on stages,-^ 

There's nothing inH ! " 

The Courier, and tbe Advertiser, 
And other Papers that's much wiser, 
Which act as Mercantile Adviser, 

He found no fault ; 
He'd recommend, lest they turn miser, 

The use of malt ! 

Poor Quhay this injunction leaves : — 
*' Beware of rats, beware of thieves, 
Hesi winter, you'll be plagu'd with these. 

As sure as death ! 
^Tis that my latest monent grieves, 

On loslivg bceuAh. 



r 
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" Poor Muter, Iboa'U bvl Utile feet, 
Fot tbouM but IJKle left to cteal. 
But ibou'tl ■ bnrt not madfl of «tMl! 

I know thy way. 
Via grief, and drisk, thy bend will reel. 

Fat nuui; a day." 

He now was pring lo prophecy, 
nliicli did oOtwi the stnoden by— 
•■ In Willi him," WW Ihs feneral ciy, 

Tvu done by stealth; 
Uiny one thonU tblnk 1 Da, 

Ask J™ Liinseir. 
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W^HEN SiL. Richmond died, he left me the Town's lAuieate^ 
It was namM in his will — I can bring one that saw it ; 

As pTe never yet taken a sunrey o'th town, 

I'll now give you an Ode — to the tune " Deny down.'' 

Deny down, 4«. 

But what subject to start on, — my brain's in the stocks ; 

Shall I sing the New Market^ or praise the New Docks ? 
Or the grand New Infirmaiy, in which we're all shares? 
f^o: — I think 111 just give you a Chapter on Mayors I 

Derry down> ^ 

MTith William, the first, then, I think 111 begin. 
Who brought out a bye-law, " made kissing no sin ;" 
And to London he went, to establish the right— 
Tho' he went up plain fFilHam, he came down a Knight f 

Deny down, ^. 

Natloe Wright next was plac'd in the great CMc Cbtix, 
He dealt out town's justice, impartial and fair; 
He has travell'd much since, he has seen France m 
And I Ihink that next year, ^re m\if^.Wl«\^m«| 



IIW LIVEflPOO]. UUREATE. I 

A omlett uroHT uo«, 'tmeil Bi,cnnEti, and Cask, i 

For Kiilgl.iln.oiJ ijiot j™t, ll»iulliou(!lil would taliapl«e: 
Ami thu puli.t uf imporliiiice, vhidi oiOB'd a t^ivRi slli, 
Wbclher Vhamai oi Jan than, iounds but nfler ,'Wr. 

Heiry down, Ac. 
Now JoiwUwn'B nnmf, (they pronoflDCe It as such) 
Tht; iboughl it coiitiiin'd just two iBltere loo mutb, ' 

So our Uurgessra wise did bU bosom tbiis clie«r, 
If juu'U give U|) Itif conlest, j-ou'il tetve the next jear. 

Deify down, <6c. 

So, Thrmm, ho serr'd like o [ilnin honest niiin. 
Ha iDide no new liwi, be derii'd no new plan ; 
By the Uianka of tlie town ha nas amply re^^uiled, 
Aod we ate all leiy son; be did not get Luiigbted. 

Deny down, itc 

Now, Jonathan si^rt'd wllhout any resislaace. 
In widening itieeU lie soon lent bis assistance, 
Ul« plana of iniproiement, )ou'll (binb rather funny, 
He said thu old stceeU, and built new ones wilb Ih' money- 
Deny down, Ac 



The next Mayor we bad was with sblppiog ca 
lie popp'd on the title which before was expected; 
I must mention his name, lor it stands me upon, 
T/ioiigb be came bi ji&un Tu4iTi, ^e "a«*. ooJ. Sw John. 
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Then Thomas came in, wbo the Fish-market glaz'd^ 
And for pleasiii^ tbe women be got greatly prai^M ; 
And their thanks wvre eniblazon'd, and shewn to the town : 
What a pity they ef«r puli'd th' Fish-market down. 

Deny down, <fec; 

I could say something more, but poIiten«B forbids — 
I'll now leave the females, and survey cellar lids, 
For Thomas so closely shut every retreat. 
If a cat were lock'd out, she might lay in the street. 

Deriy down, &c. 

The joiners, who'd been rather dack just before. 
Were callM with their two- foot to measure each door; 
And the fashion for new lids, so ardently rages, 
^They kick'd up a row, and they stood out for wages, 

Deriy down, <fec« 

The next Mayor we bad, did seme good for the town. 
For each man that poll'd, had his money paid down ; 
The cash it was spent, and the town fili'd with lai^gbter. 
He had done so much good, there was none done at after. 

Derry down, Ac 

Whether Richaed was fam'd for his justice or talking. 
Or reforming old laws, or his country walking. 
For he's nhnble on foot, yet I'll make bold to say. 
If I were a Mayor, I woidd ride b»U \bA4«q* 
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Tbe SvciM or &T. Axat-wnm, nnt umo in hi* ttmi. 
Ami a mote twlinit Jwart. btnixl hm nnrer mmlr wnnn ; 
Bui In AlliiiK ttK- rtinic, 'Uti»1 ihnre be niiiil show it, 
Yet bc'i kjiul In Utr |HKir, nnd Ihoio'i llioii«irul<> thai, know ik 
Detry liowii, *t. 

CdAIiLrS CutmiENBi CBOia nvKl, ntid Ibe dofp went to riwli^ 
Par ffiicli Coiulablc- wenl lliniiiKli Ihe strerls wilii h fuck : 
Tl) tbui thpj- ncmiiiit fur't, bul I Ihink il nil limisii, 
Hjltini tolJ him Du 'CbangF, " that tbr Dopi were all Tatk»" 
^^ Den7 down, Ac* 

Now we'fe Bliindell again, and noiw IMnk It uabir. 
He's Iba h«irtlfsl Cock that e'er let la Uie Chulr,— 
He can grHtf ILie Sniuon, he ciin ^biiie bI <bp Por^lncks, 
H« cu wid*n oor Slncti, |w can- la? apta " C6ntnela."~, 
Deny down, &«. 

Now TD7 ChaplMt U done, lot condutfoB It cajli,' .' 
I'Ujiist Klve. my opinion about " Commoa Hall^" 
We've no call for them ban, wete not 'nandi' In -the dsk, 
WUIrt wfn BtandaU for Mafor, «nd Statium Town Cktric 
Deny down, Ac 
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